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ADVERTISEMENT . 



The present complete edition of Lord 
Byrok's works contains all his Lordships 
Suppressed poems ; and is fully equal in 
beauty to the London edition, while in price 
it amounts to only one third. 

The surprising rapidity which marked the 
sale of the first edition, and the unceasing 
demand for it, have induced the Editor to 
publish the present one, which will be found 
still more worthy of public patronage, as it has 
been most carefully revised, and the few ty- 
pographical errors which had crept into the 
former have been corrected. 
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MEMOIR 

• ■ 



OF THE 

RIGHT HONORABLE LORD BYRON. 



The family of Byron is very ancient, and has attached ^ 
its name to the most illustrious periods of our Historyw 
The fields of Cressy and Azincourt witnessed their 
heroism, and were hedewed with their blood $ and long 
anterior to these periods they had marched in triumph 
over those plains, which their not less illustrious des- 
cendant has since delighted to tread, in defence of the 1 
religion of their forefathers, under the Lion-Hearted \ 
Richard, whose glory and whose sufferings they shared. 

The present noble Lord, in his « Adieu to Newstead * 
Abbey, » appears to have been in possession of historical 
facts relative to his ancestors, which are unknown to 
genealogists : we are far from supposing them as the 
fiction of the poet, but at the same time we consider 
it a duly, that the noble Lord owes to his ancestors and 
himself, -to give those genealogical facts not only the 
importance, but the form, of history. 

The family of Byron came from Normandy with 
William the Conqueror, who rewarded it with large 

vol. 1. A 
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possessions in the counties of York and Lancaster. 
Our limits compel us to « leap over the lapse of 
ages » in order to arrive more speedily at t,he illus- 
trious subject of this memoir, making merely en passant, 
a few observations upon his Ancestry. 

In i54o* Sir John Byron, Knight, received a grant 
of the Priory of Newstead and several manors de- 
pending on it ; this place has ever since remained the 
family seat of the Byrofa family, until its recent sale 
by the present Lord. 

In the unfortunate wars, during the* reign of 
€fcharles I, the family of Byron displayed a rare ad- 
herence to the falling fortunes of their sovereign, four 
of them sealing that fidelity with their blood, at the 
battle of Marslon Moor. There were eight brothers, 
John, the eldest of whom, was, as a small testimonial 
of the gratitude of the House of Stuart to the family of 
Byron, elevated to the Peerage in *643$ under the 
name and title of Baron Byron, of Rochdale in the 
county of Lancaster. 

The father of the present Lord married for his se- 
cond wife, Catherine Gordon, (who was lineally de- 
scended from the Earl of Huntley and Jane, daughter of 
James H, King of Scotland,) by whom he had issue the 
present or 6th Lord, who was born 2 ad January 1788, 
and succeeded to the title and estates on the demise of 
his great uncle 19th May 1798. 

It is a trite adage, that the life of an author is to 
be found in his works $ this peculiarly applies to Lord 



Digitized by 



Byron. His youth was, it is true, distinguished by a 
remarkable precocity of talent, but there were evident 
symptoms of a germ of melancholy and abstraction, 
which, as one of his school-fellows once observed to us, 
threatened to « grow with his growth, and strengthen 
with his strength, » till it settled with age into a mo- 
roseness of temper, which says « Man delights not me, 
nor woman either: » unfortunately a fatal event has 
since served to develope that principle, which the learn- 
ing, philanthropy, and good breeding of his lordship 
had hitherto triumphed over. 

Ilis Lordship received the first rudiments of educa- 
tion at the celebrated seminary of Harrow, from whence 
lie was si i bttj^l y i\ in q m 1 to Cambridge where his 
early turn foi^^^ K'&Sfflposition, and the desire to 
know what the might jjjjjgad had done in various ages 
and in various tongues, irispired his Lordship with a 
classical taste and a desire for the study of modern 
languages 5 and though critics may not deem him a 
profound, the severest will allow him to be an elegant, 
scholar. 

At the age of twenty, his Lordship essayed his unfledged 
pinions in a volume of Juvenile Poems, which, without 
being excellent, gave an earnest of excellence, too subtile 
indeed to be felt or appreciated by the frigid sensorium 
of a northern critic, who attacked these light produc- 
tions with a virulence and malignity, of which even the 
warmest admirers of the Edinburgh Review have been 
ashamed. As a criticism, it was undeserving of notice, 



IV 

hut according to their leading principle, the Edinburgh 
Reviewers merely took the work as a text on which 
to expatiate, and to serve as a medium for developing 
their own particular opinions : Lord Byron found his 
critics travelling out of the record, to heap upon him gra- 
tuitous insults y and he replied in a satirical poem under 
the title of English Bards and Scotch Reviewers. His ad- 
versaries had made use of the Tomahawk to destroy 
the poet, whose counter attack displayed the keenness 
of the small sword, a gentlemanly weapon which the 
vulgar critics knew not how to wield. The wounds 
were mortal ; the triumph of genius over the « word- 
catchers who lived on syllables)) was complete : and 
since that period tin? n^rlher^^^j|0j:& » surly and 
proud » have not dared to spit Uf (Wnom at our noble 
Author. 0 

From these proofs of his Lordship s talents, the public 
looked with anxious solicitude to his majority, hoping 
to see him a shining member of the senate. In this they 
were disappointed \ his Lordship showed no relish for 
the jarring elements of debate, where truth and patrio- 
tism are so often sacrificed to the predetermination of 
party \ and where talent is so often prostituted merely 
to secure the triumph of faction. These scenes could 
have but little relish for the man, whose pen was guided 
by the inspiration of his soul. His mind was strongly 
majrkecljxy,,the sentiment of the poet, whom he has 
sometimes imitated and occasionally surpassed, and who 
has a couplet to this purport : 
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My soul detests him as the gates of Hell, 
. Who one thing thinks and will another tell* 

Consequently the house of Peers did not present any 
charms to his Lordship, who, soon after attaining his 
majority, set out on his travels. He visited Spain and 
Portugal; and from thence proceeded to the classic shores 
of Greece, where every step awoke the vivid recollections 
of a highly cultivated andP poetic, mind. In his lone 
musings he retraced the scenes, which the Father of 
Verse describes with a fidelity, that is easily perceptible 
even after the lapse of ages, and the great moral and 



soul burned to partake in the scenes, which had fired 
his youthful kr^jgU; anc * which the localities recalled at 
every moment. -hBu! one part only was left him for 
imitation ; Museus had related in glowing strains the 
loves of Hero and Leander, and our poet, a modern 
Leander, resolved, like his prototype, to swim across the 
Hellespont from Abydos to Sestos, which he effected; 
alas ! no Hero was there to light him to her bowery 
but the imagination of the poet supplied the deficiency. 

It was in Greece that his Lordship, as we understand, 
formed the plan of his principal poems, and where he 
wrote a part of that which fixed his fame as one of the 
first original poets of the age : after nearly three years 
absence, our noble Author returned to his native land 7 
and gave to the public Child* Harold's Pilgrimage, a 
romaunt. Walter Scott had at that moment attained 
the supremacy of poetic talent, and the affected nur- 
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sery versification of Wordsworth, with the wild pre- 
tended imitations of the ancients, by Southey, had found 
admirers, the one for its trite simplicity, and the other 
for its undoubted claim to worship, as being unlike any 
thing « in the heaven above, or in the earth beneath, 
or in the waters under the earth. » The appearance of 
Childe Harold made Walter Scott tremble on his throne: 
he saw the sceptre ready to pass from his hands into 
those of his noble rival 5 while the ephemeral brood 
of poetasters felt the presence of the master, and slunk 
into their native insignificance. For many years the 
versifiers, scribbling invito. Minerva, had felt the impos- 
sibility of writing any thing like a regular poem by clas- 
sical rules j many of them even were so ignorant, that 
they were notjaware of the exist&ce of any, and the 
others affected to disdain what they could not reach. 
Lord Byron himself became slightly tinged with the in- 
fection, and he sometimes forgot his Horace, to follow 
those whom he was born to surpass. But, upon the 
whole, Childe Harold displayed such unequivocal proofs 
of true poetic genius and a highly cultivated mind, it 
so far surpassed all recent attempts of the same nature, 
tbat the literary part of the public willingly pardoned 
a few eccentricities, and the world in general hailed it 
with a rapture, which would not suffer the m titterings 
of criticism to be heard. Every succeeding literary ef- 
fusion of his Lordship has met with increased applause. 

The Giaour, the Bride of Abydos, the Corsair, Lara, 
Hebrew Melodies, Manfred, etc., followed Childe Ha- 
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t old in rapid succession and disclosed the vast poetical 
powers of his Lordship. Where all is excellent it is 
difficult to distinguish j each poem has its peculiar 
merit, hut perhaps the Corsair is more thoroughly im- 
bued with the mental character of its author than any 
other; none ever yet read it without feeling regret at its 
abrupt conclusion. Some superficial, readers have ex- 
pressed surprise at the success of some of his poems, 
because the characters are often far from amiable. Had 
these persons been able to descend into their own hearts, 
and analyse their own feelings, their wonder would have 



and his descriptions touch a syraphathetic cord in the 
human heart, which vibrates « we know not why and 
care not wherefore. » Lord Byron is essentially a na- 
tural poet, and he writes only in the moments of in- 
spiration : this gives him an incalculable advantage over 
those, whom the auri sacra fames goad on to write, no 
matter how, so that they can fill a volume and put a 
few thousands in their pockets. Lord Byron is animated 
by a nobler principle ; he makes a present of his works 
to his friends, a mode of acting which alope must 
inspire more elevated poetic sentiment than the mere 
object of pecuniary gain. Lord Byron having established 
his fame on a solid basis, all ranks of his readers felt 
happy in his union with the amiable daughter of Sir 
Ralph Milbank, Bart., the heiress of the fortune and 
honours of the noble House of Wcntworth, to which 
she has succeeded since the birth of their daughter and 
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melancholy separation from her Lord ; being now in 
her own right Yiscountess Wentworth. On that melan- 
choly event the biographer cannot do better than 
imitate the example set by the, parties themselves :• not 
a breath of accusation is heard on either side ; the digni- 
fied virtue of Lady Byron not permitting her even to 
notice the affecting lines of his Lordship, which never 
fail to draw the tear of sensibility . Since that fatal period 
his Lordship has become a voluntary exile from the 
land of his forefathers ; but he has not been forsaken 
by the muse, as the third and fourth cantos of Child* 
Harold prove, he can still boast, of her happiest inspi- 
ration, which, at the same time that it lightens the 
gloom of the heart-broken exile, gives him still more 
exalted claims to the admiration and sympathy of 
those whose approbation can never be indifferent lo 
an honourable mind. 
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CHILDE HAROLD'S 

PILGRIMAGE. 

A ROMAUNT. 



L'univers est une espece de livre dont on n'a la que la pre-* 
micro page , quand on n'a vu que son pays. J'en ai feuillcte; 
nn assez grand nombre , que j'ai trouve cgalcment mau- 
raises. Cet examcn ne m'a point cte infructucux. Je ha'is- 
sais ma patrie.Toutes les impcrlincnces des peuples divers, 
parmi lcsqncls j'ai vecu , m'ont re'eoncilie avec elle. Quand 
je n'aurais tire* d'autre benefice dc mes voyages que celui- 
la, je n'en regretterais ni les frais , ni les fatigues. 

LE COSMOPOLITE. 
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PREFACE. 

The following poem was written, for the most 
part, amidst the scenes which it attempts to des- 
cribe. It was begun in Albania ; and the parts relative 
to Spain and Portugal were composed from the au- 
thor's observations in those countries. Thus much 
it may be necessary to state for the correctness of 
the descriptions. The scenes attempted to be sketch- 
ed are in Spain, Portugal, Epirus, Acarnania, and 
Greece. There for the present the poem stops: its 
reception will determine whether the author may 
venture to conduct his readers to the capital of the 
East, through Ionia and Phrygia: these two cantos 
are merely experimental. 

A nct« tiou s character is introduced for the sake of 
giving some connexion to the piece; which, how- 
ever, makes no pretension to regularity. It has 
been suggested to me by friends, on whose opinions 
I set a high value, that in this fictitious character, 
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most successful poets, admits of every variety. Dr. 

Beattie makes the following observation: « Not 
long ago I began a poem in the style and stanza of 
Spenser, in which I propose to give full scope to 
my inclination, and be either droll or pathetic, de- 
scriptive or sentimental, tender or satirical, as the 
humour strikes me; for, if I mistake not, the mea- 
sure which I have adopted admits equally of all 
these kinds of composition*." — Strengthened in my 
opinion by such authority, and by the example of 
some in the highest order of Italian poets, I shall 
make no apology for attempts at similar variations 
in the following composition ; satisfied that, if they 
are unsuccessful, their failure must be in the 
execution, rather than in the design sanctioned 
by the practice of Ariosto, Thomson, and Beattie. 

ADDITIOiV TO THE 

PREFACE. 

I have now waited till almost all our periodical 
journals have distributed their usual portion of cri- 
ticism. To the justice of the generality of their 
criticisms I have nothing to object; it would ill bc- 

* Beat tie's Letters. 
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come me to quarrel with their very slight degree of 
censure, when, perhaps, if they had been less kind 
they had been more candid. Returning, therefore, 
to all and each my best thanks for their liberality, 
on one point alone shall I venture an observation. 
Amongst the many objections justly urged to the 
very indifferent character of the « vagrant Guide, » 
(whom, nolwithstandingmany hints to the contrary, 
I still maintain to be a fictitious personage), it has 
been stated , that besides the anachronism, he is very 
unhnightly , as the times of the Knights were times 
of love, honour, and so forth. Now it so happens 
that the good old times, when « Famour du bon 
yieux terns, Famour antique » flourished , were the 
most profligate of all possible centuries. Those who 
have any doubts on this subject may consult St. 
Vahye, passim, and more particularly vol. ii. page 
69. The vows of chivalry were no better kept than 
any other vows whatsoever, and the songs of the 
Troubadours were not more decent, and certainly 
were much less refined, than those of Ovid. — The 
uCours d'amour, parlemens d'amour ou de courtesie 
et de gentilesse » had much more of love than of 
courtesy or gentleness. — See Rolland on the same 
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subject with St.Palayc. — Whatever other objection 
may be urged to that most unamiable personage 
Childe Harold, he was so far perfectly knightly in 
iiis attributes — « No waiter, but a knight tem- 
plar*. » — By the by, I fear that Sir Tristram and 
Sir Lancelot were no better than they should be, 
although very poetical personages and true knights 
« sans peur, » though not « sans reproche. » — If the 
story of the institution of the « Garter » be not a 
fable, the knights of that order have for several cen- 
turies borne the badge of a Countess of Salisbury, 
of indifferent memory. So much for chivalry. 
Burke need not have regretted that its days are 
over, though Maria Antoinette was quite as chaste 
as most of those in whose honours lances were 
shivered, and knights unhorsed. 

Before the days of Bayard, and down to those of 
Sir Joseph Banks (the most chaste and celebrated 
of ancient and modern times ), few exceptions will 
be found to this statement, and I fear a little inves- 
tigation will teach us not to regret these monstrous 
mummeries of the middle ages. 

* The Rovers. Antijacobia. 



I now leave « Childe Harold » to Hve his day, 
such as he is ; it had been more agreeable, and cer- 
tainly more easy, to have drawn an amiable cha- 
racter. It had been easy to varnish over his faults, 
to make him do more and express less, but he never 
was intended as an example, further than to show 
that early perversion of mind and morals leads to 
satiety of past pleasures and disappointment in new 
ones, and that even the beauties of nature, and the 
stimulus of travel (except ambition, the most power- 
ful of all excitements) are lost on a soul so con- 
stituted, or rather misdirected. Had I proceeded 
with the Poem, this character would have deepened 
as he drew to the close ; for the outline which I 
once meant to fill up for him was, with some ex- 
ceptions, the sketch of a modern Timon, perhaps 
a poetical Zeluco, 
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TO IANTHE. 



Not in those climes where I have late been 
straying, 

Though Beauty long halh there been matchless 
deemed ; 

Not in those visions to the heart displaying 
Forms which it sighs but to have only dreamed, 
Hath aught like thee in truth or fancy seemed : 
Nor, having seen thee, shall I vainly seek 
To paint those charms which varied as they 
beamed — 

To such as see thee not my words were weak ; 
To those who gaze on thee what language could 
they speak ? 
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All ! may'st thou ever be what now thou art, 
Nor unbeseem the promise of thy spring, 
As fair in form, as warm yet pure in heart, 
Love's image upon earth without his wing, 
And guileless beyond Hope's imagining! 
And surely she who now so fondly rears 
Thy youth, in thee, thus hourly brightening, 
Ifclxolds the rainbow of her future years, 
Before whose heavenly hues alhaocrow disappears. 

Young Peri of the West ! — 'tis well for me 
My years already doubly number thine; 
My loveless eye unmoved may gaze on thee, 
And safely view thy ripening beauties shine ; 
Happy, I ne'er shall see them in decline, 
Happier, that while all younger hearts shall 
bleed, 

Mine shall escape the doom thine eyes assign 
To those whose admiration shall succeed, 
But mixed with pangs to Love's even loveliest hours 
decreed. 

Oli ! let that eye, which, wild as the Gazelle's T 
Now brightly bold or beautifully shy, 



Wins as it wanders, dazzles where it dwells, 
Glance o'er this page ; nor to my verse deny 

i 

That smile for which my breast might vainly 
sigh, 

Could I to thee be evermore than friend: 
This much, dear maid, accord ; nor question why 
To one so young my strain I would commend, 
But bid me withmy wreath onemaichless lily blend. 

Such is thy name with this my verse entwined ; 
And long as kinder eyes a look shall cast 
On Harold's page, Ianthe's here enshrined 
Shall thus be first beheld, forgotten last: 
My days once numbered, should this homage 

past y 
Attract thy fairy fingers near the lyre 
Of him who hailed thee, loveliest as thou wast, 
Such is the most my memory may desire ; 
Though more than Hope can claim, could Friend- 
ship less require? 



Di 
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CHILDE HAROLD'S 

PILGRIMAGE. 



A ROMAUNT. 



CANTO I. 
I. 

Oh, thou! in Hellas deemed of heav'nly birth, 
Muse ! formed or fabled at the minstrel's will ! 
Since shamed full oft by later lyres on earth, 
Mine dares not call thee from thy sacred hill: 
Yet there I've wandered by thy yaunted rill ; 
Yes! sighed o'er Delphi's long-deserted shrine,* 
Where, save that feeble fountain, all is still; 
Nor mote my shell awake the weary Nine 
To grace so plain a tale — this lowly lay of mine. ' 

II. 

Whilome in Albion's isle there dwelt a youth, 
Who ne in virtue's ways did take delight; 
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But spent his days in riot most uncouth, 
And vexed with mirth the drowsy ear of Night. 
Ah, me! in sooth he ^as a shameless wight, 
Sore given to revel and ungodly glee ; 
Few earthly things found favour in his sight 
Save concubines and carnal companie, 
And flaunting wassailers of high and low degree. 

III. 

Childe Harold was he hight : — but whence his 
name 

And lineage long, it suits me not to say ; 
Suflice it, that perchance they were of fame, 
And had been glorious in another day : 
But one sad losel soils a name for aye, 
However mighty in the olden time ; 
Nor all that heralds rake from coffined clay, 
Nor florid prose, nor honied lies of rhyme 
Can blazon evil deeds, or consecrate a crime. 

IV. 

Childe Harold basked him in the noon-tide sun. 

Disporting there like any other fly ; 

Nor deemed before his little day was done 
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One blast might chill him fnto misery. 
But long ere scarce a third of his passed by, 
Worse than adversity the Childe befell ; 
He felt the fulness of satiety : 
Then loathed he in his native land to dwell, 
Which seemed to him more lone than Eremite's 
sad cell. 

V. 

For he through Sin's long labyrinth had run, 
Nor made atonement when he did amiss, 
Had sighed to many though he loved but one, 
And that loved one, alas! could ne'er be his. 
Ah, happy she ! to 'scape from him whose kiss 
Had been pollution unto aught so chaste ; 
Who soon had left her charms for vulgar bliss, 
And spoiled her goodly lands to gild his waste, 
Nor calm domestic peace had ever deigned to taste. 

VI. 

And now Childe Harold was sore sick at heart, 
And from his fellow bacchanals would flee; 
'Tis said, at times the sullen tear would start, 
But Pride congealed the drop within his ee: 
Apart he stalked in joyless reverie, 
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And from his native land resolved to go, 
And visit scorching climes beyond the sea j 
With pleasure drugged he almost longed for woe; 
And e'en for change of scene would seek the shades 
below. 

VII. 

The Childe departed from his father's hall : 
It was a vast and venerable pife ; 
So old, it seemed only not to fall, 
Yet strength was pillared in each massy aisle. 
Monastic dome ! condemned to uses vile ! 
Where Superstition once had made her den 
Now Paphian girls were known to sing and smile ; 
And monks might deem their time was come 
agen, 

If ancient tales say true, nor wrong these holy men. 

VIII. 

Yet oft-times in his maddest mirthful mood 
Strange pangs would flash along Childe Harold's 
brow, 

As if the memory of some deadly feud 

Or disappointed passion lurked below : 

But this none knew, nor haply cared to know 3 

For his was not that open, artless soul 
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That feels relief by bidding sorrow flow, 
Nor sought he friend to counsel or condole, 
Whate'er this grief mote be, which he could not 
control. 

IX. 

And none did love him — though to hall and 
bower 

He gathered revellers from far and near, 
He knew them flatt'rers of the festal hour ; 
The heartless parasites of present cheer. 
Yea! none did love him — not his lemans dear— 

* 

But pomp and power alone are woman's care, 
And where these are light Eros finds a feere; 
Maidens, like moths, are ever caught by glare, 
And Mammon wins his way where Seraphs might 
despair. 

X. 

Childe Harold had a mother — not forgot, 

Though parting from that mother he did shun ; 

A sister whom he loved, but saw her not 

Before his weary pilgrimage begun : 

If friends he had, he bade adieu to none. 

Yet deem not thence his breast abreast of steel > 

Ye, who have known what 'tis to doat upon 
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A few dear objects, will in sadness feel 
Such partings break the heart they fondly hope to 
heal. 

XL 

His house, his home, his heritage, his lands, 
The laughing dames in whom he did delight, 
Whose large blue eyes, fair locks, and snowy 
hands. 

Might shake the saintship of an anchorite, 
And long had fed his youthful appetite ; 
His goblets brimmed with every costly wine, 
And all that mote to luxury invite, 
Without a sigh he left, to cross the brine, 
And traverse Paynim shores, and pass Earth's cen- 
tral line. 

XII. 

The sails were filled, and fair the light winds 
blew, 

As glad to waft him from his native home; 
And fast the white rocks faded from his view, 
And soon were lost in circumambient foam: 
And then, it may be, of his wish to roam 
Repented he, but in his bosom slept 
The silent thought, nor from his lips did come 



» 
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One word of wail, whilst others sate and wept, 
And to the reckless gales unmanly moaning kept. 

XJIL 

But when the sun was sinking in the sea 

He seized his harp, which he at times could 

string, . • 

And strike, albeit with untaught melody, 
When deemed he no strange ear was listening : 
And now his fingers o'er it he did fling, 
And tuned his farewell in the dim twilight. 
While flew the vessel on her snowy wing, 
And fleeting shores receded from his sight, 
Thus to the elements he poured his last « Good 
Night. >» 

t. 

* « Adieu, adieu! my native shore 

Fades o'er the waters blue ; 
The Night-winds sigh, the breakers roar, 

And shrieks the wild seamew. 
Yon Sun that sets upon the sea 

We follow in his flight \ 
Farewell awhile to him and thee, 

My native Land — Good Night ! 



no crriLDE Harold's 

2. 

« A few short hours and He will rise 

To give the Morrow birth ; 
And I shall hail the main and skies, 

But not my mother Earth. 
Deserted is my own good hall, 

Its hearth is desolate ; 
Wild weeds are gathering on the wall ; 

My dog howls at the gate. 

3. 

uCome hither, hither, my little page ! 

Why dost thou weep and wail ? 
Or dost thou dread the billows* rage, 

Or tremble at the gale ? 
But dash the tear-drop from thine eye j 

Our ship is swift and strong : 
Our fleetest falcon scarce can fly # 

More merrily along. » 

4- 

«Let winds be shrill, let waves roll high, 

I fear not wave nor wind ; 
Yet marvel not, Sir Childe, that I 

Am sorrowful in mind ; 
For I have from my father gone, 
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A mother whom I love, 
And have no friend, save these alone, 
But thee — and one above. 

5. 

«My father blessed me fervently, 

Yet did not much complain j 
But sorely will my mother sigh 

Till I come back again. » — 
« Enough, enough, my little lad ! 

Such tears become thine eye $ 
If I thy guileless bosom had 

Mine own would not be dry. 

6 

«Come hither, hither, my staunch yeoman, 

Why dost thou look so pale? 
Or dost thou dread a French foeman? 

Or shiver at the gale ? » — 
« Dcem'st thou I tremble for my life? 

Sir Childe, I'm not so weak; 
But thinking on an absent wife 

Will blanch a faithful cheek. 

7- 

«My spouse and boys dwell near thy hall, 
Along the bordering lake, 
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And when they on their father call, 
What answer shall she make? » — 

« Enough, enough, ray yeoman good f 
Thy grief let none gainsay } 

But I, who am of lighter mood, 
Will laugh to flee away. 

8. 

« For who would trust the seeming sighs 

Of wife or paramour? 
Fresh feres will dry the bright blue eyes 

We late saw streaming o'ejr. 
For pleasures past I do not grieve, 

Nor perils gathering near; 
My greatest grief is that I leave 

No thing that claims a tear. 

9- 

<t And now I'm in the world alone, ^ 

Upon the wide, wide sea : 
But why should I for others groan, 

When none will sigh for me? 
Perchance my dog will whine in vain, 

Till fed by stranger hands ; 
But long ere I come back again, 

He'd tear me where he stands. 
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10. 

a With thee, my bark, I'll swiftly go 

Athwart the foaming brine ; 
Nor care what land thou bear'st me to, 

So not again to mine. 
Welcome, welcome, ye dark-blue waves ! 

And when you fail my sight, 
Welcome, ye deserts, and ye caves! 

My native Land— Good Night I » 

XIV. 

On, on the vessel flies, the land is gone, 
And winds are rude in Biscay's sleepless bay. 
Four days are sped, but with the fifth, anon, 
New shores descried make every bosom gay; 
AndCintra's mountain greets them on their way, 
And Tagus dashing onward to the deep, 
His fabled golden tribute bent to pay ; 
And soon on board the Lusiao pilots leap, 
And steer 'twixt fertile shores where yet few rustics 
reap. 

XV. 

Oh, Christ ! it is a goodly sight to see 

What Heaven hath done for this delicious land! 
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What fruits of fragrance blush on every tree I 
What goodly prospects o'er the hills expand! 
But man would mar them with an impious hand: 
And when the Almighty lifts his fiercest scourge 
'Gainst those who most transgress his high com- 
mand, 

With treble vengeance will his hot shafts urge 
Gaul's locust host, and earth from fellest foemen 
purge. 

XVI. 

What beauties doth Lisboa first unfold ! 
Her image floating on that noble tide, 
Which poets vainly pave with sands of gold, 
But now whereon a thousand keels did ride 
Of mighty strength, since Albion was allied, 
And to'the Lusians did her aid afford : 
A nation swoln with ignorance and pride, 
Who lick yet loathe the hand that waves the 

sword • • 
To save them from the wrath of Gaul's unsparing 

lord. . 

XVII. 

But whose entereth within this town, 
That, sheening far, celestial seems to be, 
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Disconsolate will wander up and down, 

'Mid many things unsightly to strange ee ; 
For hut and palace show like filthily: 
The dingy denizens are reared in dirt; 
Ne personage of high or mean degree 
Doth care for cleanuess of surlout or shirt, 
Though shent with Egypt's plague, unkempt, un- 
washed ; unhurt. 

XVIII. 

Poor, paltry slaves! yet born 'midst noblest 
scenes — 

Why, Nature, waste thy wonders on such men? 
Lo I Cintra's glorious Eden intervenes 
In variegated maze of mount and glen. 
Ah, me ! what hand can pencil guide, or pen, 
To follow half on which ihe eye dilates 
Through views more dazzling unto mortal ken 
Than those whereof such things the bard relates, 
Who to the awe-struck world unlocked Elysium's 
gates? 

XIX. 

The horrid crags, by toppling convent crowned, 
The cork-trees hoar that clothe the shaggy steep, 

VOL. I. 2 
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The iiiountain-moss by scorching skies im- 
browned, 

The sunken glen, whose sunless shrubs must 
weep, 

The tender azure of the unruffled deep, 
The orange tints that gild the greene$t bough, 
The torrents that from cliff to valley leap, 
The vine on high, the willow branch below, 
Mixed in one mighty scene, with varied beauty 
glow. 

XX. 

Then slowly climb the many-winding "way, 
And frequent turn to linger as you go, 
From loftier rocks new loveliness survey, 
And rest ye at our « Lady's house of woe; » a 
Where frugal monks their little relics show, 
And sundry legends to the stranger tell : 
Here impious men have punished been, and lo ! 
Deep in yon cave Honorius long did dwell, 
In hope to merit Heaven by making earth a Hell. 

XXL 

And here and there, as up the crags you spring, 
Mark many rude-carved crosses near the path : 
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Yet deem not these devotion's offering — 
These are memorials frail of murderous wrath : 
For wheresoever the shrieking victim hath 
Poured forth his blood beneath the assassin's 
knife 

Some hand erects a cross of mouldering lath; 
And grove and glen with thousand such are rife 
Throughout this purple land, where law secures 
not life. 3 



On sloping mounds, or in the vale beneath, 
Are domes where whilome kings did make 
repair ; 

But now the wild flowers round them only 
breathe ; 

Yet ruined splendour still is lingering there. 
And yonder towers the Prince's palace fair : 
There thou too, Vathek I England's wealthiest 
son, 

Once formed thy Paradise, as not aware 
When wanton Wealth her mightiest deeds hath 
done, 

Meek Peace voluptuous lures was ever wont to 
shun. 
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XXIII. 

Here didst thou dwell, here schemes of pleasure 
plan, 

Beneath yon mountain's ever beauteous brow: 

■ 

But now, as if a thing unblest by Man, 
Thy fairy dwelling is as lone as thou! 
Here giant weeds a passage scarce allow 
To halls deserted, portals gaping wide: 
Fresh lessons to the thinking bosom, how 
Vain are the pleasaunces on earth supplied ; 
Swept into wrecks anon by Time's ungentle tide ! 

XXIV. 

Behold the hall where chiefs were late con- 
vened ! 4 

Oh! dome displeasing unto British eye ! 
With diadem hight foolscap, lo ! a fiend, 
A little fiend that scoffs incessantly, 
There sits in parchment robe arrayed, and by 
His side is hung a seal and sable scroll, 
Where blazoned glare names known to chivalry, 
And sundry signatures adorn the roll, 
Whereat the Urchin points and laughs with all his 
oul. 
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xxv. 

Convention is the dwarfish demon styled 
That foiled the knights in Marialva's dome: 
Of brains (if brains they had ) he them beguiled, 
And turned a nation's shallow joy to gloom. 
Here Folly dashed to earth the victor's plume, 
And Policy regained what arms had lost : 
For chiefs like ours in vain may laurels bloom ! 
Woe to the conqu'ring, not the conquered host, 
Since baffled Triumph droops on Lusitania's coast ! 

XXVI. 

And ever since that martial synod met, 
Britannia sickens, Cintra ! at thy name ; 
And folks in office at the mention fret, 
And fain would blush, if blush they could, for 
shame. 

How will posterity the deed proclaim! 
Will not our own and fellow-nations sneer, 
To view these champions cheated of their fame, 
By foes in fight o'erthrown, yet victors here, 
Where Scorn her finger points through many a 
coming year? 
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XXVII. 

So deemed the Childe, as o'er the mountains he 
Did take his way in solitary guise : 
Sweet was the scene, yet soon he thought to flee, 
More restless than the swallow in the skies: 
Though here awhile he learned to moralize, 
For meditation fixed at times on him 5 
And conscious P«.eason whispered to despise 
His early youth, mispent in maddest whim; 
But as he gazed on truth his aching eyes grew dim* 

XXVIII. 

To horse ! to horse ! he quits, for ever quits 
A scene of peace, though soothing to his soul : 
Again he rouses from his moping fits, 
But seeks not now the harlot and the howl. . 
Onward he flies, nor fixed as yet the goal 
Where he shall rest him on his pilgrimage ; 
And o'er him many changing scenes must roll 
Ere toil his thirst for travel can assuage, 
Or he shall calm his breast, or learn experience sage. 

XXIX. 

Yet Mafra shall one moment claim delay, 5 
Where dwelt of yore the Lusian's luckless queen 5 
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And church and court did mingle their array, 
And mass and revel were alternate seen; 

Lordlings and freres — ill sorted fry I ween ! 
But here the Babylonian whore hath built 
A dome, wherebflaunts she in such glorious sheen, 
That men forget the blood which she hath spilt, 
And bow the knee to Pomp that loves to varnish 
guilt. 

XXX. 

O'er vales that teem with fruits, romantic hills, 
(Oh, that such hills upheld a freeborn race!) 
Whereon to gaze the eye with joyaunce fills, 
Childe Harold wends through many a pleasant 
place. 

Though sluggards deem it but a foolish chase, 
And marvel men should quit their easy chair, 
The toilsome way, and long, long league to 
trace, 

Oh I there is sweetness in the mountain air, 
And life, that bloated Ease can never hope to share. 

XXXI. 

More bleak to view the hills at length recede, 
And, less luxuriant, smoother vales extend : 
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Immense horizon-bounded plains succeed! 
Far as the eye discerns, withouten end, 
Spain's realms appear whereon her shepherds 
tend 

Flocks, whose rich fleece right well the trader 
knows — 

Now must the pastor's arm his Iambs defend : 
For Spain is compassed by unyielding foes, 
And all must shield their all, or share Subjection's 
woes. 

XXXII. 

Where Lusitania and her sister meet, 
Deem ye what bounds the rival realms divide? 
Or ere the jealous queens of nations greet. 
Doth Tayo interpose his mighty tide? 
Or dark Sierras rise in craggy pride? 
Or fence of art, like China's vasty wall? — 
Ne barrier wall, ne river deep and wide, 
Ne horrid crags, nor mountains dark and tall, 
Rise like the rocks that part Hispania's land from 
Gaul : 

XXXIII. 

But these between a silver streamlet glides, 
And scarce a name distinguisheth the brook, 
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Though rival kingdoms press its verdant sides. 
Here leans the idle shepherd on his crook, 
And vacant on the rTppling waves doth look, 
That peaceful still 'twixt bitterest foemen flow; 
For proud each peasant as the noblest duke : 
Well doth the Spanish hind the difference know 
'Twixt him and Lusian slave, the lowest of the 
low. 6 

XXXIV. 

But ere the mingling bounds have far been passed 
Dark Guadiana rolls his power along 
In sullen billows, murmuring and vast, 
So noted ancient roundelays among. 
Whilome upon his banks did legions throng 
Of Moor and knight, in mailed splendour drest : 
Here ceased the swift their race, here sunk the 
strong ; 

The Paynim turban and the Christian crest 
Mixed on the bleeding stream, by floating hosts 
oppressed. 

XXXV, 

Oh, lovely Spain! renowned, romantic land! 
Where is that standard which Pelagio bore 7 

2. 
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When Cava's traitor-sire first called the ban3 
That dyed thy mountain streams wUh Gothic 
gore?7 

Where are those bloody banners which of yore 
Waved o'er thy sons, victorious to the gale, 
And drove at last the spoilers to their shore? 
Red gleamed the cross, and waned the crescent 
pale, 

While Afric's echoes thrilled with Moorish matrons* 
wail. 

XXXVI. 

Teems not each ditty with the glorious tale? 
Ah ! such, alas ! the hero's amplest fate ! 
When granite moulders and when records fail, 
A peasant's plaint prolongs his dubious date. 
Pride! bend thine eye from heaven to thine estate, 
See how the Mighty shrink into a song ! 
Can Volume, Pillar, Pile preserve thee great? 
Or must thou trust Tradition's simple tongue, 
When Flattery sleeps with thee, and History does 
thee wrong? 

XXXVII. 

Awake, ye sons of Spain ! awake ! advance ! 
Lo ! Chivalry, your ancieut goddess, cries, 
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But wields not, as of old, her thirsty lance, 
Nor shakes her crimson plumage in the skies : 
Now on the smoke of blazing bolts she flies, 
And speaks in thunder through yon engine's 
roar : 

In every peal she calls — « Awake ! arise !» 
Say, is her voice more feeble than of yore, 
When her war-song was heard on Andal usia's shore? 

» 

xxxvni. 

Hark ! — heard you not those hoofs of dreadful 
note? 

Sounds not the clang of conflict on the heath? 
Saw ye not whom the reeking sabre smote ; 
Nor saved your brethren ere they sank beneath 
Tyrants and tyrants' slaves? — the fires of death, 
The bale-fires flash on high : — from rock to rock 
Each volley tells that thousands cease to breathe; 
Death rides upon the sulphury Siroc, 
Red Battle stamps his foot, and nations feel the 
shock. 

XXXIX. 

Lo ! where the Giant on the mountain stands, 
His blood-red tresses deep'ning in the sun, 
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With death-shot glowing in his fiery hands, 
And eye that scorcheth all it glares upon ; 
Kestless it rolls, now fixed, and now anon 

• * 

Flashing afar, — and at his iron feet 
Destruction cowers to mark what deeds are done; 
For on this morn three potent nations meet, 
To shed before his shrine the blood he deems most 
sweet. 

XL. 

By Heaven! it is a splendid sight to see 
(For one who hath no friend, no brother there) 
Their rival scarfs of mixed embroidery, 
Their various arms that glitter in the air ! 
What gallant war-hounds rouse them from their 
lair, 

And gnash their fangs, loud yelling for the prey! 
All join the chase, but few the triumph share; 
The Grave shall bear the chiefest prize away, 
And Havoc scarce for joy can number their array. 

XLI. 

Three hosts combine to offer sacrifice; 
Three tongues prefer strange orisons on high; 
Three gaudy standards flout the pale blue skies ; 
The shouts are France, Spain, Albion, Victory! 
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The foe, the victim, and the fond ally 
That fights for all, but ever fights in vain, 
Are met — as if at home they could not die — 
To feed the crow on Talavera's plain, 
And fertilize the field that each pretends to gain. 

XLII. 

There shall they rot — Ambition's honoured 
fools I 

Yes, Honour decks the turf thatwraps their clay! 
Vain Sophistry ! in these behold the tools, 
The broken tools, that tyrants cast away 
By myriads, when they dare to pave their way 
With human hearts — to what? — a dream alone. 
Can despots compass aught that hails their sway? 
Or call with truth one span of earth their own, 
Save that wherein at last they crumble bone by 

* XL1 
Oh, Albuera! glorious field of grief! 
As o'er thy plain the Pilgrim pricked his steed, 
Who could foresee thee, in a space so brief, 
A scene where mingling foes should boast and 
bleed ! 

Peace to the perished ! may the warrior's meed 
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And tears of triumph their reward prolong ! 
Till others fall where other chieftains lead 
Thy name shall circle round the gaping throng, 
And shine in worthless lays, the theme of transient 
song! 

XLIV. 

Enough of Battle's minions ! let them play 
Their game of lives, and barter breath for fame : 
Fame that will scarce reanimate their clay, 
Though thousands fall to deck some single name. 
In sooth 'twere sad to thwart their noble aim 
Who strike, blest hirelings! for their country's 
good, 

And die, that living might have proved her 
shame ; 

Perished, perchance, in some domestic feud, 
Or in a narrower sphere wild Rapine's path pursued. 

XLV. 

Full swiftly Harold wends his lonely way 
Where proud Sevilla triumphs unsubdued : 
Yet is she free—the spoiler's wished-for prey ! 
x Soon, soon shall Conquest's fiery foot intrude, 
Blackening her lovely domes with traces rude 
Inevitable hour ! 'Gainst fate to strive 
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Where Desolalion plants her famished brood 

Is vain, or Ilion, Tyre might yet survive, 
And Virtue vanquish all , and Murder cease to thrive. 

XLVI. 

But all unconscious of the coming doom, 
The feast, the song, the revel here abounds; 
Strange modes of merriment the hours consume, 
Nor bleed these patriots with their country's 
wounds : 

Not here War's clarion, but Love's rebeck 
sounds 5 

Here Folly still his votaries enthralls ; 
And young-eyed Lewdness walks her midnight 
rounds : 

Girt with the silent crimes of Capitals, 
Still to the last kind Vice clings to the tolt'ring 
walls. 

XLVII. 

Not so the rustic — with his trembling mate 
He lurks, nor casts his heavy eye afar, 
Lest he should view his vineyard desolate, 
Blasted below the dun hot breath of war. 
No more beneath soft Eve's consenting star 
Fandango twirls his jocund caslanet : 
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Ah, monarchs! could ye taste tne mirth ye mar, 
Not in the toils of Glory would ye fret; 
The hoarse dull drum would sleep, and Man be 
happy y et ! , 

XLVIII. 

How carols now the lusty muleteer? 
Of love, romance, devotfon is his lay, 
As whilome he was wont the leagues to cheer, 
His quick bells wildly jingling on the way? 
No ! as he speeds, he chaunts ; « Viva el Rey ! » 8 
And checks his song to execrate Godoy, 
The royal wittol Charles, and curse the day 
When first Spain's queen beheld the black-eyed 
boy, » 

And gore-faced Treason sprung from her adulterate 

XLIX. 

On yon long, level plain, at distance crowned 
With crags, whereon those Moorish turrets rest, 
Wide scattered hoof-marks dint the wounded 
ground ; 

And, scathed by fire, the green sward's darkened 
vest 

Tells that the foe was Andalusia's guest: 
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Here was the camp, the watch-flame, and the host, 
Here the bold peasant stormed the dragon's nest; 
Still does he mark it with triumphant boast, 
And points to yonder cliffs, which oft were won 
and lost. 

And whomsoe'er along the path you meet 
Bears in his cap the badge of crimson hue, 
Which tells you whom to shun and whom to 
greet :9 

Woe to the man that walks in public view 
Without of loyalty this token true : 
Sharp is the knife, and sudden is jhe stroke; 
And sorely would the Gallic foeman rue, 
If subtle poniards, wrapt beneath the cloke, 
Could blunt the sabre's edge, or clear the cannon's 
smoke. * 

LI. 

At every turn Morena's dusky height 
Sustains aloft the battery's iron load; 
And, far as mortal eye can compass sight, 
The mountain-howitzer, the broken road, 
The bristling palisade, the fosse o'er-flowed, 
The stationed bands, the never-vacant watch, 
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The magazine in rocky durance stowed, 
The holstered steed beneath the shed of thatch, 
The ball-piled pyramid, the ever-blazing match, 10 

LIL 

Portend the deeds to come : — but he whose nod 
Has tumbled feebler despots from their sway 
A moment pauseth ere he lifts the rod; 
A little moment deigneth to delay : 
Soon will his legions sweep through these their 
way ; 

The West must own the Scourger of the world. 
Ah ! Spain ! how sad will be thy reckoning-da}--, 
When soars Gaul's Vulture, with his wings 
unfurled, 

And thou shalt view thy sons in crowds to Hades 

hurled. 
* . LIII. 

And must they fall ? the young, the proud, the 

brave, 

To swell one bloated Chiefs unwholesome reign ? 
No step between submission and a grave ? 
The rise of rapine and the fall of Spain? 
And doth the Power that man adores ordain 
Their doom, nor heed the suppliant's appeal? 
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Is all that desperate Valour acts in vain? 
And Counsel sage, and patriotic Zeal, 
The Veteran's skill, Youth's fire, and Manhood's 
heart of steel? 

LIV. 

Is it for this the Spanish maid, aroused, 
Hangs on the willow her unstrung guitar, 
And, all unsexed, the Anlace hath espoused, 
Sung the loud song, and dared the deed of war? 
And she, whom once the semblance of a scar 
Appalled, an owlet's larum chilled with dread, 
Nowyiews ike column-scattering bay 'net jar, 
The falchion flash, and o'er the yet warm dead 
Stalks with Minerva's step where Mars might quake 
■ to tread. 

Ye who shall marvel when you hear her tale, 
Oh ! had you known her in her softer hour , 
Marked her black eye that mocks her coal-black 
veil, 

Heard her light, lively tones in Lady's bower, 
Seen her long locks that foil the painter's power, 
Her fairy form, with more than female grace, 
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Scarce would you deem that Saragoza's tower 
Beheld her smile in Danger's Gorgon face, 
Thin the closed ranks, and lead in Glory's fearful 
chase. 

LVI. 

Her lover sinks — she sheds no ill-timed tear; 
Her chief is slain— she fills his fatal post ; 
Her fellows flee — she checks their base career ; 
The foe retires — she heads the sallying host: 
Who can appease like her a lover's ghost? 
Who can avenge so well a leader's fall ? 
What maid retrieve when man's flushed hope is 
lost? 

Who hang so fiercely on the flying Gaul, 
Foiled by a woman's hand, before a battered 
wall? 11 

f Lvn. ■> 

Yet are Spain's maids no race of Amazons, 
Buf formed for all the witching arts of love: 
Though thus in arms they emulate her sons, 
And in the horrid phalanx dare to move, 
'Tis but the tender fierceness of the dove 
Pecking the hand that hovers o'er her mate : 
Iu softness as in firmness far above 
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Remoter females, famed for sickening prate; 
Her mind is nobler sure, her charms perchance as 
great. J 
LVIII. 

The seal Love's dimpling finger hath impressed 
Denotes how soft that chin which bears his 
touch: ia 

Her lips, whose kisses pout to leave their nest, 
Bid man be valiant ere he merit such : 
Her glance how wildly beautiful ! how much 
Hath Phoebus wooed in vain to spoil her cheek, 
Which glows yet smoother from his amorous 
clutch ! 

Who round the North for paler dames would 
seek? 

How poor their forms appear! how languid, wan, 
and weak ! \ * 

LIX. 

Match me, ye climes! which poets love to laud; 
Match me, ye harams of the land ! where now 
I strike my strain, far distant, to applaud 
Beauties that ev'n a cynic must avow; 
Match me those Houries, whom ye scarce allow 
To taste the gale lest Love should ride the wind, 
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With Spain's dark-glancing daughters — deign 
to know, 

There your wise Prophet's paradise we find, 
His black-eyed maids of Heaven, angelically- 
kind* 

LX. 

Oh, thou Parnassus!' 3 whom I now survey, 
Not in the phrenzy of a dreamer's eye, 
Not in the fabled landscape of a lay, 
But soaring snow-clad through thy native sky, 
In the wild pomp of mountain majesty ! 
What marvel if I thus essay to sing ? 
The humblest of thy pilgrims passing by 
Would gladly woo thine Echoes with his string, 
Though from thy heights no more one Muse will 
wave her wing. 

LXI. 

Oft have I dreamed of Thee ! whose glorious 
name 

Who knows not, knows not man's divinest lore: 
And now I view thee, 'tis, alas ! with shame 
That I in feeblest accents must adore. 
When I recount thy worshippers of yore 
I tremble, and can only bend the knee; 
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Nor raise iny voice, nor vainly dare to soar, 
But gaze beneath thy cloudy canopy 
In silent joy to think at last I look on Thee ! 

LXII. 

Happier in this than mightiest bards have been, 
Whose fate to distant homes confined their lot, 
Shall I unmoved behold the hallowed scene, 
Which others rave of, though they know it not? 
Though here no more Apollo haunts his grot, 
And thou, the Muses' seat, art now their grave, 
Some gentle Spirit still pervades the spot, 
Sighs in the gale, keeps silence in the cave, 
And glides with glassy foot o'er yon melodious 
Wave. 

LXIII. 

Of thee hereafter. — Ev'n amidst my strain 
I turned aside to pay my homage here ; 
Forgot the land, the sons, the maids of Spain; 
Her fate, to every freeborn bosom dear, 
And hailed thee, not perchance without a tear. 
Now to my theme — but from thy holy haunt 
Let me some remnant, some memorial bear; 
Yield me one leaf of Daphne's deathless plant, 
Nor let thy votary's hope be deemed an idle vaunt. 
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LXIV.* 

But ne'er didst thou, fair Mount ! when Greece 

was young, 
See round thy giant base a brighter choir, 
Nor e'er did Delphi, when her priestess sung 
The Pythian hymn with more than mortal fire # 
Behold a train more fitting to inspire 
The song of love, than Andalusia's maids, 
Nurst in the glowing lap of soft desire: 
Ah! that to these were given such peaceful 
shades . J 

As Greece can still bestow, though Glory fly her 
s glades. 

LXV. 

Fair is proud Seville; let her country boast 
Her strengh, her wealth, her site of ancient 
daysjfj 

But Cadiz, rising on the distant coast, 
Calls forth a sweeter, though ignoble praise. 
Ah, Vice! how soft are thy voluptuous ways! 
While boyish blood is mantling who can 'scape 
The fascination of thy magic gaze? 
A Cherub-hydra round us dost thou gape, 
And mould to every taste thy dear delusive shape. 
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*LXVI. 

When Paphos fell by Time—accursed Time ! 
The queen who conquers all must yield lo thee — 
The Pleasures fled, but sought as warm a clime ; 
And Venus, constant to her native sea, 
To nought else constant, hither deigned to flee j 
And fixed her shrine within these walls of white : 
Though not to one dome circumscribeth she 
Her worship, but, devoted to her rite, 
A thousand altars rise, for ever blazing bright. 

lxvii. 

From morn till night, from night till startled 
Morn 

Peeps blushing on the Revels laughing crew, 
The song is heard, the rosy garland worn, 
Devices quaint, and frolics ever new, 
Tread on each others kibes. A long adieu 
He bids to sober joy that here sojourns : 
Nought interrupts the riot, though in lieu 
Of true devotion monkish incense burns, 
And Love and Prayer unite, or rule the hour by 
turns. 

vol. i. 3 
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LXVIII.^ 

The Sabbath comes, a day of blessed rest; 
What hallows it upon this Christian shore ? 
Lo ! it is sacred to a solemn feast : 
Hark ! heard you not the forest-monarch's roar? 
Crashing the lance, he snuffs the spouting gore 
Of man and steed, o'erthrown beneath his horn ; 
The thronged Arena shakes with shouts for more ; 
Yells the mad crowd o'er entrails freshly torn, 
Nor shrinks the female eye, nor ev'n affects to 
mourn. 

LXIX. 

The seventh day this ; the jubilee of man. 
London ! right well thou know'st the day of 
prayer: 

Then thy spruce citizen, washed artizan, 
And smug apprentice gulp their weekly air : 
Thy coach of Hackney, whiskey, one-horse chair, 
And humblest gig through sundry suburbs 
whirl, 

To Harapstead, Brentford, Harrow make repair ; 
Till the tired jade the wheel forgets to hurl, 
Provoking envious gibe from each pedestrian Churl. 
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Some o'er thy Thamis row the ribboned fair, 
Others along the safer Turnpike fly ; 
Some Richmond-hill ascend, some scud to Ware, 
And many to the steep of Highgate hie. 
Ask ye, Boeotian shades ! the reason why ? l5 
'Tis to the worship <Jf I he solemn Horn, 
Grasped in the holy hand of Mystery, 
In whose dread name both men and maids are 
sworn, 

And consecrate the oath with draught, and dance 
till morn. 

LXXI. 

All have their fooleries — not alike are thine, 
Fair Cadiz, rising o'er the dark blue sea ! 
Soon as the matin bell proclaimeth nine, 
Thy saint adorers count the rosary : 
Much is the Virgin" teazed to shrive them free 
(Well do I ween the only virgin there ) 
From crimes as numerous as her beadsmen be; 
Then to the crowded circus forth they fare, 
Young, old, high, low, at once the same diversion 
share. 
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lxxii. 

The lists are op'd, the spacious area cleared, 
Thousands on thousands piled are seated round ; 
Long ere the first loud trumpet's note is heard, 
Ne vacant space for lated wight is found : 
Here dons, grandees, but chiefly dames abound , 
Skilled in the ogle of a roguish eye, 
Yet ever well inclined to heal the wound ; 
None through their cold disdain are doomed to die, 
As moon-struck bards complain, by Love's sad 
archery. 

LXXIII. 

Hushed is the din of tongues— on gallant steeds, 
With milk-white crest, gold spur, and light- 
poised lance, 
Four cavaliers prepare for venturous deeds, 
And lowly bending to the lists advance ; 
Richare their scarfs, their chargers featly prance: 
If in the dangerous game they shine to-day, 
The crowds loud shout and ladies lovely glance, 
Best prize of better acts, they bear away, 
And all that kings or chiefs e'er gain their toils 
repay. 
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LXXIV. 

In costly sheen and gaudy cloak arrayed, 
But all afoot, the light-limbed Matadore 
Stands in the centre, eager to invade 
The lord of lowiug herds j but not before 
The ground, with cautious tread, is traversed 
o'er, 

Lest aught unseen should lurk to thwart his speed: 
His arms a dart, he fights aloof, nor more 
Can man achieve without the friendly steed, 
Alas! too oft condemned for him to bear and bleed. 

LXXV. 

Thrice sounds the clarion ; lo ! the signal falls, 
The den expands, and Expectation mute 
Gapes round the silent Circle's peopled walls. 
Bounds with one lashing spring the mighty brute, 
And, wildly staring, spurns, with sounding foot, 
The sand, nor blindly rushes on his foe : 
Here, there, he poiuts his threatening front, to 
suit 

His first attack, wide waving to and fro 
Iiis angry tail ; red rolls his eye's dilated glow. 
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LXXVI. 

Sudden lie stops j his eye is fixed : away, 
Away, thou heedless boy I prepare the spear : 
Now is thy time, to perish, or display 
The skill that yet may check his mad career. 
Withweli-timedcroupe the nimble coursers veerj 
On foams the bull, but not unscathed he goes ; 
Streams from his flank the crimson torrent clear : 
He flies, he wheels, distracted with his throes j 
Dart follows dart ; lance, lance ; loud bellowings 
speak his woes. 

LXXVIT. 

Again he comes ; nor dart nor lance avail, 
Nor the wild plunging of the tortured horse ; 
Though man and man's avenging arms assail, 
Vain are his weapons, vainer is his force. 
One gallant steed is stretched a mangled corse ; 
Another, hideous sight ! unseamed appears, 
His gory chest unveils life's panting source, 
Though death-struck still his feeble frame he 
rears, 

Staggering, but stemming all, his lord unharmed 
he bears. 
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LX XVIII. 

Foiled, bleeding, breathless, furious to the last, 
Full in the centre stands the bull at bay, 
Mid wounds , and clinging darts, and lances bras t , 
And foes disabled^ in the brutal fray : 
And now the Matadores around him play, 
Shake the red cloak, and poise the ready brand : 
Once more through all he bursts his thundering 

way- 
Vain rage ! the mantle quits the conynge hand, 
Wraps his fierce eye— 'tis past— he sinks upon the 

sand ! 

LXXIX. 

Where his vast neck just mingles with the spine, 
Sheathed in his form the deadly weapon lies. / 
He stops — he starts — disdaining to decline : 
Slowly he falls, amidst triumphant cries, 
Without a groan, without a struggle dies. 
The decorated car appears — on high 
The corse is piled — sweet sight for vulgar eyes — 
Four steeds that spurn the rein, as swift as shy, 
Hurl the dark bulk along, scarce seen iirdashing 

by- 
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LXXX. 

« x 

Such the ungentle sport that oft invites 
The Spanish maid, and cheers the Spanish swain. 
Nurtured in hlood betimes, his heart delights 
In vengeance, gloating on another's pain. 
What private feuds^the troubled village stain! 
Though now one phalanxed host should meet 
the foe, 

Enough, alas ! in humble homes remain, 
To meditate 'gainst friends the secret blow, 
For some slight cause of wrath, whence life's warm 
stream must flow. 

LXXXI. 

But Jealousy has fled : his bars, his bolts, 
His withered centinel, Duenna sage I 
And all whereat the generous soul revolts, 
Which the stern dotard deemed he could encage, 
Have passed to darkness with the vanished age. 
Who late so free as Spanish girls were seen, 
(Ere War uprose in his volcanic rage), 
With braided tresses bounding o'er the green, 
While on the gay dance shone Night's lover-loving 
Queen? 



* 
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LXXXIL 

Oh I many a time, and oft, had Harold loved, 
Or dreamed he loved, since Rapture is a dream ; 
But now his wayward bosom was unmoved, 
For not yet had he drunk of Lethe's stream ; 
And lately had he learned with truth to deem 
Love has no gift so grateful as his wings^i *a i 
How fair, how young, how soft soe'er he seem, 
Full from the fount of Joy's delicious springs % 
Some bitter o'er the flowers its bubbling venom 
flings. 16 

Lxxxnt 

Yet to the beauteous form he was not blind, 
Though now it moved him as it moves the wise ; 
Not that Philosophy on such a mind 
E'er deigned to bend her chastely-awful eyes : 
But Passion raves herself to rest, or flies ; 
And Vice, that digs her own voluptuous tomb, 
Had buried long his hopes, no more to rise : 
Pleasure's palled victim ! life-abhorring gloom 
Wrote on his faded brow curst Gain's unresting 



3. 
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LXXXIV. 

Still he beheld, nor mingled with the throng ; 
But viewed them not with misanthropic hate : 
Fain would he now have joined the dance, the 
song ; 

But who may smile that sinks beneath his fate? 
Nought that he saw his sadness could abate : 
Yet once he struggled 'gainst the demon's sway, 
And as in Beauty's bower he pensive sate, 
Poured forth this unpremeditated lay, 
To charms as fair as those that soothed his happier 
day. 

TO INEZ. 

I. 

Nay, smile not at my sullen brow, 

Alas ! I cannot smile again } 
Yet heaven avert that ever thou 

Shouldst weep, and haply weep in vain. 

%• it 

2. 

And dost thou ask, what secret woe ^ 
I bear, corroding joy and youth ? 

And wilt thou vainly seek to know 
A pang, ev'n thou must fail to soothe ? 
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v 3. 
It is not love, it is not hate, 

Nor low Ambition's honours lost, 
That bids me loathe my present state, 

And fly from all I prized the most : 

It is that weariness which springs 
From all I meet, or hear, or see : 

To me no pleasure Beauty brings ; 

Thine eyes have scarce a charm for me: 

5. 

It is that settled, ceaseless gloom 
The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore ; 

That will not look beyond the tomb, 
But cannot hope for rest before. 

6. 

What Exile from himself can flee? 
To Zones, though more and more remote, 
Still, still pursues, where-e ? er I be, 

The blight of life — the demon, Thought. 

Yet others rapt in pleasure seem, 
And taste of all that I forsake j 



r 
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Oh ! may they still of transport dream, 
And ne'er, at least like me, awake ! 

8. 

Through many a clime 'tis mine to go, 
With many a retrospection curst j 

And all my solace is to know, 

Whate'er betides, I've known the worst. 

9- 

What is that worst ? Nay do not ask — 
In pity from the search forbear: 

Smile on — nor venture to unmask 
Man's heart , and view the Hell that's there. 

LXXXV 

Adieu , fair Cadix I yea , a long adieu ! 
Who may forget how well thy walls have stood? 
When all were changing thou alone wert true, 
First to be free and last to be subdued: 
And if amidst a scene , a shock so rude , 
Some native blood was seen thy streets to die ; 
A traitor only fell beneath the feud : x 7 
Here all were noble , save Nobility j 
None hugged a Conqueror's chain , save fallen Chi- 
• valry ! 
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LXXXVI/ 
Such be the sons of Spain, and strange her fate ! 

They fight for freedom who were never free ; 
A Kingless people for a nerveless state, 
Her vassals combat when their chieftains flee, 
True to the veriest slaves of Treachery: 
Fond of a land which gave them nought but life, 
Pride points the path that leads to Liberty ; 
Back to the struggle, baffled in the strife, 
War, war is still the cry, « War even to the knife! » lS 

LXXXVII. 
Ye, who would more of Spain and Spaniards 
know, 

Go, read whate'er is writ of bloodiest strife : 
Whate'er keen Vengeance urged on foreigQ foe 
Can act, is acting there against man's life : 
From flashing scimitar to secret knife, 
War mouldeth there each weapon to his need- 
So may he guard the sister and the wife, 
So may he make each curst oppressor bleed, 
So may such foes deserve the most remorseless deed! 

lxxxvin. 

Flows there a tear of pity for the dead ? 
Look o'er the ravage of the reeking plain ; 
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Look on the han3s wilh female slaughter red; 
Then to the dogs resign the un buried slain, 
Then to the vulture let each corse remain j 
Albeit unworthy of the prey-bird's maw, 
Let their bleached bones, and blood's unbleach- 
ing stain, 

Long mark the battle-field with hideous awe : 
Thus only may our sons conceive the scenes we saw! 

LXXXIX. 

Nor yet, alas ! the dreadful work is done, 
Fresh legions pour a down the Pyrenees; 
It deepens still, the work is scarce begun, 
Nor mortal eye the distant end foresees. 
Fall'n nations gaze on Spain ; if freed, she frees 
More than her fell Pizarros once enchained. 
Strange retribution ! now Columbia's ease 
Repairs the wrongs that Quito's sons sustained, 
While o'er the pareut clime prowls Murder un- 
restrained. 

xc. 

Not all the blood at Talavera shed, 
Not all the marvels of Barossa's fight, 
Not Albuera lavish of the dead, 
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Have won for Spain her well asserted right. 
When shall her Olive-Branchbe free from Slight? 
When shall shebreathe her from theblushingtoil? 
How many a doubtful day shall sink in night, 
Ere the Frauk robber turn him from his spoil, 
And Freedom's stranger-tree grow native of the soil ! 

XCI. 

And thou, my friend ! s 9 — since unavailing woe 
Bursts from my heart, and mingles with the 
strain — 

Had the sword laid thee with the mighty low, 
Pride might forbid ev'n Friendship to complain: 
But thus unlaureled to descend in vain, 
By all forgotten, save the lonely breast, 
And mix unbleeding with the boasted slain, 
While glory crowns so many a meaner crest ! 
What hadst thou done to sink so peacefully to rest? 

XCII. 

Oh, known the earliest, and esteemed the most ! 

Dear to a heart where nought was left so dear I 

Though to my hopeless days for ever lost, 

In dreams deny me not to see thee here! 

« 

And Morn in secret shall renew the tear 
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Of Consciousness awaking to her woes, 
Aai Fancy hover o'er thy bloodless bier, 
Til! my frfil frame return to whence it rose, 
And mourned and mourner lie united in repose. 

XCIII. 

Here is one fy tte of Harold's pilgrimage : 
Ye who of him may further seek to know, 
Shall find some tidings in a future page, 
If he that rhymeth now may scribble moe. 
Is this too much ? stern Critic ! say not so : 
Patience ! and ye shall hear what he beheld 
In other lands, where he was doomed to go : 
Lands that contain the monuments of Eld, 
Ere Greece and Grecian arts by barbarous hands 
were quelled. 



FND OF CANTO *. 
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CANTO II. 

Come, blue-eyed maid of heayen ! — but thou, 
alas! 

Didst never yet one mortal song inspire — 
Goddess of Wisdom! here thy temple was, 
And is, despite of war and wasting fire, 1 
And years, that bade thy worship to expire : 
But worse than steel, and flame, and ages slow, 
Is the dread sceptre and dominion dire 
Of men who never felt the sacred glow 
That thoughts of thee and thine on polished breasts 
bestow. a 

n. 

Ancient of days! august Athena ! where, 
Where are thy men of might? thy grand in soul? 
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Gone— glimmering through the dream of things) 

that were: 
First in the race that led to Glory's goal, 
They won, and passed away — is this the whole? 
A school-boy's tale, the wonder of an hour ! 
The warrior's weapon and the sophist's stole 
Are sought in vain, and o'er each mouldering 

tower, 

Dim with the mist of years, grey flits the shade of 
power. 

in. 

Son of the morning, rise ! approach you here ! 
Come — but molest not yon defenceless urn: 
Look on this spot — a nation's sepulchre ! 
Abode of gods, whose shrines no longer burn. 
Even gods must yield — religions take their turn : 
'Twas Jove's — 'tis Mahomet's — and other creeds 
Will rise with other years, till man shall learn 
Vainly his incense soars, his victim bleeds; 

■ 

Poor child of Doubt and Death, whose hope is built 
on reeds. 

IV. 

Bound to the earth, he lifts his eye to heaven— 
Is't not enough, unhappy thing! to know 
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Thou art? Is this a boon so kindly given, 
That being, thou wouldst be agaiu, *and go, 
Thou know'st not, reck'st not to what region, so 
On earth no more, but mingled with the skies? 
Still wilt thou dream on future joy and woe? 
Regard and weigh yon dust before it flies : 
That little urn saith more than thousand homilies. 

1 

V. 

Or burst the vanished Hero's lofty mound ) 
Far on the solitary shore he sleeps: 3 
He fell, and falling nations mourned around ; 
Bu4%ow not one of saddening thousands weeps, 
Nor warlike-worshipper his vigil keeps 
Where demi-gods appeared, as records tell. 
Remove yon skull from out the scattered heaps: 
Is that a temple where a God may dwell ? 
Why ev'n the worm at last disdains her shattered 
cell! 

VI. 

Look on its broken arch, its ruined wall, 
Its chambers desolate, and portals foul: 
Yes, this was once Ambition's airy hall, 
The dome of Thought, the palace of the Soul : 
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Behold through each lack-lustre, eyeless hole, 
The gay recess of Wisdom and of Wit 
And Passion's host, that never brooked control : 
Can all, saint, sage, or sophist ever writ, 
People this lonely tower, this tenement refit? 

VII. 

Well didst thou speak, Athena's wisest son! 
« All that we know is, nothing can be known. » 
Why should we shrink from what we cannot 
shun? 

Each has his pang, but feeble sufferers groan 
With brain-born dreams of evil all their^wn. 
Pursue what Chance or Fate proclaimeth best * 7 
Peace waits us on the shores of Acheron : 
There no forced banquet claims the sated guest, 
But Silence spreads the couch of ever welcome rest. 

. VIII. 

Yet if, as holiest men have deemed, there be 
A land of souls beyond that sable shore, 
To shame the doctrine of the Sadducee . 
And' sophists, madly vain of dubious lore; 
How sweet it were in concert to adore 
With those who made our mortal labours light I 
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To hear each voice we feared to hear no more ! 
Behold each mighty shade revealed to sight, 
The Bactrian, Saiman sage, and all who taught the 
right ! 

IX. 

There, thou ! — whose love and life together fled, 
Have left me here to love and live in vain — 
Twined with my heart, and can I deem thee 
dead, 

When busy Memory flashes on my brain? 
Well — I will drearn that we may meet again, 
And woo the vision to my vacant breast: 
If aught of young Remembrance then remain, 
Be as it may Futurity's behest, 
For me 'twere bliss enough to know thy spirit blest! 

Here let me sit upon this massy stone, 

• * 

The marble column's yet unshaken base ; 
Here, son of Saturn ! was thy fav'rite throne 
Mightiest of many such ! Hence let me trace 
The latent grandeur of thy dwelling place. 
It may not be : nor ev'n can Fancy's eye 
Restore what Time hath laboured to deface. 
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Yet these proud pillars claim no passing sigh. 
Unmoved the Moslem sits, the light Greek carols 

by. " . - 

XI. 

— * 

But who, of all the plunderers of yon fane 
On high, where Pallas lingered, loth to flee 
The latest relic of her ancient reign ; 
The last, the worst, dull spoiler, who was he? 
Blush, Caledonia I such thy son could he ! 
England ! I joy no child he was of thine : 
Thy free-boru men should spare what once was 
free; 

Yet they could violate each saddening shrine, 
And bear these altars o'er the long-reluclant brine. 

XII. 

But most the modern Pict's ignoble boast, 
To rive what Goth, and Turk, and Time hath 
spared: 0 

Cold as the crags upon his native coast, 
His mind as barren and his heart as hard, 
Is he whose head conceived, whose hand pre- 
pared, 

Aught to displace Athena's poor remains: 
Her sons too weak the sacred shrine to guard, 
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Yet felt some portion of their mother's pains, 7 
(And never knew, till then, the weight of Despot's 
chains. 

* XIII. 

What ! shall it e'er he said by British tongue, 
Albion was happy in Athena's tears? 
Though in thy name the slaves her bosom wrung, 
Tell not the deed to blushing Europe's ears; 
The ocean queen, the free Britannia bears 
The last poor plunder from a bleeding land : 
Yes, she, whose geu'rous aid her name endears, 
Tore down those remnants with a Harpy's hand, 
Which envious Eld forbore, and tyrants left to 
stand. 

XIV. 

Where was thine JEgis, Pallas ! that appalled 
Stern Alaric and Havoc on their way? 8 
Where Peleus' son ? whom Hell in vain enthralled, 
His shade from Hades, upon that dread day, 
Bursting to light in terrible array! 
What! could not Pluto spare the chief once more, 
To scare a second robber from his prey? 
Idly he wandered on the Stygian shore, 
*or now preserved the walls he loved to shield be- 
fore. 
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• XV. 

Cold is the heart, fair Greece ' that looks on thee, 
Nor feels as lovers o'er the^ust they loved ; 
Dull is the eye that will not weep to see 
Thy walls defaced, thy mouldering shrines re- 
moved 

By British hands, which it had best behoved 
To guard those relics ne'er to be restored. 
Curst be the hour when from their isle they 

roved, • 
And once again thy hapless bosom gored, 
And snatched thy shrinking Gods to northern 
climes abhorred ! 

XVI. 

But where is Harold? shall I then forget 
To urge the gloomy wanderer o'er the wave? 
Little recked he of all that men regret ; 
Noloved-one now in feigned lament could rave; 
No friend the parting hand extended gave, 
Ere the cold stranger passed to other climes : 
Hard is his heart whom charms may not enslave; 
But Harold felt not as in other times, 
And left without a sigh the land of war and crimes, 



# 
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XVII. 

• V 

He that has sailed upon the dark blue sea, 
Has viewed at times, I ween, a full fair sight; 
When the fresh breeze is fair as breeze may be, 
The white sail set, the gallant frigate tight ; 
Masts, spires, and strand retiijjng to the right, 
The glorious main expanding o'er the bow, 
The convoy spread like wild swans in their flight, 
The dullest sailer wearing bravely now, 
So gaily curl the waves before each dashing prow. 

* 

XVIII. 

And oh, the little warlike world within! 
The well-reeved guns, the netted canopy,9 
The hoarse command, the busy humming din, 
When, at a word, the tops are manned on high : 
Hark to the Boatswain's call, the cheering cry ! 
While through the seaman's hand the tackle 
glides; 

Or school-boy Midshipman that, standing by, 
Strains his shrill pipe as good or ill betides, 
And well the docile crew that skilful urchin 

• • • 

guides. 

-vol. i. 4 
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k 

XIX. 

White is the glassy deck, without a stain, 
Where on the watch the staid Lieutenant walks: 
Look on that part which sacred doth remain 
For the lone chieftain, who majestic stalks, 
Silent and feare^ by all — not oft he talks 
With aught beneath him, if he would preserve 
That strict restraint, which broken, ever balks 
Conquest and Fame: but Britons rarely swerve 
From Law, however stern, which tends their 
strength to nerve. 

* 

XX. 

Blow! swiftly blow, thou keel-compelling gale ! 
Till the broad sun withdraws his lessening ray ; 
Then must the pennant-bearer slacken sail, 
That lagging barks may make their lazy way* 
Ah ! grievance sore, and listless dull delay, 
To waste on sluggish hulks the sweetest breeze ! 
What leagues are lost before the dawn of day, 
Thus loitering pensive on the willing seas, 
The flapping sail hauled down to halt for logs like 

these ! 

■ « 
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The moon is up ; by Heaven a lovely eve I 
Long streams of light o'er dancing waves expand ; 
Now lads on shore may sigh, and maids believe: 
Such be our fate when we return to land ! 
Meantime some rude Arion's restless hand 
Wakes the brisk harmony that sailors love ; 
A circle there of merry listeners stand, 
Or to some well-known measure featly move, 
Thoughtless, as if on shore they still were free to 
rove. 

XXII. 

Through Calpe's straits survey the steepy shore; 
Europe and Afric on each other gaze ! , 
Lands of the dark-eyed Maid and dusky Moor 
Alike beheld beneath pale Hecate's blaze 2 
How softly on the Spanish shore she plays, 
Disclosing rock, and slope, and forest brown, 
Distinct, though darkening with her waning 
phase m 7 

But Mauritania's giant-shadows frown, 
(From mountain-cliff to coast descending sombre 
down. 
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XXIII. 

f ' . - 

'Tis night, when Meditation bids us feel 
We once have loved, though love is at an end i 
The heart, lone mourner of its baffled zeal, 
Though friendless now, will dream it had a 

■ 

friend. 

Who with the weight of years would wish to 
bend, 

When Youth itself survives young Love and Joy ? 
Alas! when mingling souls forget to blend, 
Death hath but little left him to destroy! 
Ah ! happy years ! once more who would not be a 
. boy? 

XXIV. 

Thus bending o'er the vessel's laving side, 
To gaze on Dian's wave-reflected sphere j 

- 

The soul forgets her schemes of Hope and Pride, 
And flies unconscious o'er each backward year. 
None are so desolate but something dear, 
Dearer than self, possesses or possessed 
A thought, and claims the homage of a tearj 
A flashing pang ! of which the weary breast 
Would still, albeit in vain, the heavy heart divest. 
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XXV. 

* * ■ * • 

To sit on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell, 
To slowly trace the forest's shady scene, 
Where tilings that own not man's dominion dwell, 
And mortal foot hath ne'er, or rarely heen ; 
Ta climb the trackless mountain all unseen, 
With the wild flock that never needs a fold ; 
Alone o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean ; 
This is not solitude \ 'tis but to hold 
Converse with Nature's charms, and view her stores 



unrolled. 



XXVI. : ! *; . 

But midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men, 
To hear, to see, to feel, and to possess, 
And roam along, the world's tired denizen, 
With none who bless us,none whom we can bless; 
Minions of splendour shrinking from distress ! 
None that, with kindred consciousness endued, 
If we were not, would seem to smile the less 
Of all that flattered, followed, sought and sued ; 
This is to be alone ; this, this is solitude ! 

• , XXVIL V * 
More blest the life of godly Eremite, 
Such as on lonely Athos may be seen', 
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• # * 

Watching at Eve upon the giant height, 
Which looks o'er waves so blue, skies so serene. 
That he who there at such an hour hath been 
Will wistful linger on that hallowed spot; 
Then slowly tear him from the 'witching scene, 
Sigh forth one wish that such had been his lot, 
Then turn to hate a world he had almost forgot. 

XXVIII. 

Pass we the long, unvarying course, the track 
Oft trod, that never leaves a trace behind ; 
Pass we the calm, the gale, the change, the tack* 
And each well known caprice of wave and wind ; 
Pass we the joys and sorrows sailors find. 
Cooped in their winged sea-girt citadel ; 
The foul, the fair, the contrary, the kind, 
As breezes rise and fall and billows swell, 
Till on some jocund morn — lo, land! and all is well. 

XXIX. 

But not in silence pass Calypso's isles, 10 , 
The sister tenants of the middle deep; 
There for the weary still a haven smiles, 

Though the fair goddess long hath ceased to weep, 

■* • 
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And o'er her cliffs a fruitless watch to keep 
For him who dared prefer a mortal hride: 
Here, too, his boy essayed the dreadful leap 
Stern Mentor urged from high to yonder tide; 
While thus of both bereft, the nymph-queen 
doubly sighed. 

XXX. 

Her reign is past, her gentle glories gone. 
But trust not this; too easy youth, beware. 
A mortal sovereign holds her dangerous throne, 
And thou may'st find a new Calypso there. 
Sweet Florence ! could another ever share . 
This wayward, loveless heart, it would be thine: 
But checked by every tie, I may not dare 
To cast a worthless offering at thy shrine, 
Nor ask so dear a breast to feel one pang for mine. 

' XXXI. u 

Thus Harold deemed, as on that lady's eye .. 
He looked, and met its beam without a thought, 
Save Admiration glancing harmless by : 
Love kept aloof, albeit not far remote, 
Who knew his votary oftenlost and caught, 
But knew him as his worshipper no more, 
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And ne'er again the boy Jbtis bosom sought : 
Since now he vainly urged him to adore, 
Well deemed the little God his ancient sway, was 
o'eY. / . V 

XXXII. 

• * « 

Fair Florence found, in sooth with some amaze, 
One who, 'twas said, still sighed to all he saw, 
Withstand, unmoved, the lustre of her gaze, 
Which others hailed with real, or mimic awe, 
Their hope, their doom, their punishment, their 
law; ' 

All that gay Beauty from her bondsmen claims : 
And much she marvelled that a youth so raw 
Nor felt, nor feigned at least, the oft-told flames, 
Which, though sometimes they frown, yet rarely 
. anger dames. 

XXXIIL 

Little knew she that seeming marble-heart, 
Now masked in silence or withheld by pride, 
Was not unskilful in the spoiler's art, 
And spread its snares licentious far and wide ; 
Nor from the base pursuit had turned aside, 
As long as aught was worthy to pursue : 
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But Harold on such arts no more relied ; 
And had he doated on those eyes so blue, « ' 
Yet never would he join the lover's whining crew. 



XXXIV. 

- 

* * * 

Not much he kens, I ween, of woman's breast, 
Who thinks that wanton thing is won by sighs j 
What carethshe for hearts when once possessed ? 
Do proper homagie to thine idol's eyes; 
But not too humbly, or she will despise 
Thee and thy suit, though told in moving tropes : 
Disguise ev'n tenderness, if thou art wise ; 
Brisk Confidence still best with woman copes ; 
Pique her and soothe in turn, soon Passion crowns 
thy hopes- 



XXXV. 

Tis an old lesson ; Time approves it true, 
And those who know it best, deplore it most ; 
When all is won that all desire to woo, - 
The paltry prize is hardly worth the cost i 
Youth wasted, minds degraded, honour lost, 
These are thy fruits, successful Passion ! these ! 
If kindly cruel, early Hope is crost, 

* 4« 
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Still to the last it rankles , a disease, 

Not to be cured when Love itself forgets to please. 

« » • « ■ 

XXXVI. 

• J 

Away ! nor let me loiter in my song, 

For we have many a mountain-path to tread, 

And many a varied shore to sail along, 

.v. 

By pensive Sadness, not by Fiction, led— 
Climes, fair withal as ever mortal head 
Imagined in its little schemes of thought; 
Or e'er in new Utopias were ared, 
To teach man what he might be, or he ought ; 
If that corrupted thing could ever such be taught. 

»».,*•■• 
XXXVII. 

Dear Nature is the kindest mother still, 
Though always changing, in her aspect mild; 
From her bare bosom let me take my fill, 
Her never-weaned, though not her favoured 
child. 

Oh! she is fairest in her features wild, 
Where nothing polished dares pollute her path : 
To me by day or night she ever smiled, 
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Though I have marked her when [none other 
hath, 

And sought her more and more, and loved her best 
* in wrath. 

'* 

XXXVIII. 

: 

Land of Albania ! where Iskander rose, 
Theme of the young, and beacon of the wise, 
And he his name-sake, whose oft-baffled foes 
Shrunk from his deeds of chivalrous emprize : 
Land of Albania ! 11 let me bend mine eyes 
On thee, thou rugged nurse of savage men! 
The cross descends, thy minarets arise, 
And the pale crescent sparkles in the glen, 
Through many a cypress grove within each city's 
ken. 

XXXIX. 

ChildeHarold sailed ,and passed the barren spot," 
Where sad Penelope o'erlooked the wave ; 
And onward viewed the mount, not yet forgot, 
The lover's refuge, and the Lesbian's grave. 
Dark Sappho ! could not verse immortal save 
That breast imbued with such immortal fire? 

* 

Could she not live who life eternal gave? % 
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If life eternal may await the lyre, 
That only Heaven to which Earth's children may 
aspire. 

. i XL. •' 

, r » 

'Twas on a Grecian autumn's gentle eve. 
Childe Harold hailed Leucadia's cape afar; , 
A spot he longed to see, nor cared to leave : 
Oft did he mark the scenes of vanished war, 
Actium, Lepanto, fatal Trafalgar; ,3 
Mark them unmoved, for he would not delight 
(Born beneath some remote inglorious star) 
In themes of bloody fray, or gallant fight, 
But loathed the bravo's trade, and laughed at mar- 
tial wight. * 



XLI. 

But when he saw the evening star above 
Leucadia's far-projecting rock of woe, . -v 
And hailed the last resort of fruitless love, 
He felt, or deemed he felt, no common glow : 
And as ttie stately vessel glided slow 
Beneath the shadow of that ancient mount, 
He watched the billows' melancholy flow, 
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And, sunk albeit in thought as he was wont, 
More placid seemed his eye, and smooth his pallid 
front. * • 

XLIL 

Morn dawns; and with ft stern Albania's hills, 
Dark Sulis' rocks, and Pindus' inland peak, 
Robed half in mist, bedewed with snowy rills, 
Arrayed in many a dun and purple streak, 
Arise; and, as the clouds along them break, 
Disclose the dwelling of the mountaineer: 
Here roams the wolf, the eagle whets his beak, 
Birds, beasts of prey, and wilder men appear, 

And gathering storms around convulse the closing 

* • . • 

year. 

•* 

» I ^ ^ » 

XLiir. 

Now Harold felt himself at length alone, 
And bade to Christian tongues a long adieu; 
Now he adventured on a shore unknown, 
Which all admire, but many dread to view : 
His breast was armed' gainst fate, his wants were 

few ; . to • 

Peril he sought not, but ne'er shrank to meet, 
The scene was savage, but the scene was new; 

v - - * 
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This made the ceaseless toil of travel sweet,. 
Beat back keen winter's blast, and welcomed sum- 
mer's heat. 

• x • * 

XLIV. . . 

Here the red cross, for still the cross is here, 
Though sadly scoffed as by the circumcised, 
Forgets that pride to pampered Priesthood dear; 
Churchman and votary alike despised. 
Foul Superstition! howsoever disguised, 

Idol, saint, virgin, prophet, crescent, cross, * 

■ .«,*». 
For whatsoever symbol thou art prized, 

Thou sacerdotal gain, but general lossi 

Who from true worship's gold can separate thy 

dross? . J 

■ . t XLV. 

Ambracia's gulph behold, where once was lost 
A world for woman, lovely, harmless thing! 
In yonder rippling bay, their naval host 
Did many a Roman chief and Asian king ,5 
To doubtful conflict, certain slaughter bring : 
Look where the second Caesar's trophies rose ! 16 
Now, like the hands that reared them, withering: 



< 
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Imperial Anarchs, doubling human woes ! 
God ! was thy globe ordained for such to win and , 
lose? 

XLVI. 

- From the dark barriers of that rugged clime, 
Ev'n to the centre of Illyria's vales, 
Childe Harold passed o*er many a mount sublime, 
Through lands scarce noticed in historic tales ; 
Yet in famed Attica such lovely dales 
Are rarely seen j nor can fair Tempe boast 
A charm they know not 5 loved Parnassus' fails, 
Though classic ground and consecrated most, 
To match some spots that lurk within this lowering 
coast. ' • • 

' XLYII. V 
He passed bleak Pindus, Acherusia's lake, »1 
And left the primal city of the land, 
And onwards did his further journey take 
To greet Albania's chief, 18 whose dread command 
Is lawless law } for with a bloody hand 

* * 

. He sways a nation* turbulent and bold : 
Yet here arid there some daringjmountain-band 

- 

Disdain his power, and from their rocky hold 
Hurl their defiance far, nor yield, unless to gold. »9 
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XLVIII. 

Monastic Zitza ! 20 from thy shady brow, 
Thou small, but favoured spot of holy ground ! 
Where'er we gaze, around, above, below, 
What rainbow tints, what magic charms are 
*, found! • , ' ; * 

Rock, river, forest, mountain, all abound, 
And bluest skies that harmonize the whole : 
Beneath, the distant torrent's rushing sound 
TeHs where the volumed cataract doth roll 

Between those hanging rocks, that shock yet please 

•«. ,• ■ ^ * . * - 

the soul. 

, .x r * 1 x. 

Amidst the grove that crowns yon tufted hill, 
Which, were it not for many a mountain nigh 
Rising in lofty ranks, and loftier' still, 
Might well itself be deemed of dignity, 
The convent's white walls glisten fair on high: 
Here dwells the caloyer, ai nor rude is he,, 
Nor niggard of his cheer; the passer by 
Is welcome still j nor heedless will he flee 
From hence, if he delight kind Nature's sheen to 
see, ' - . ;•' . > 
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Here in the sultriest season let him rest, 

Fresh in the green beneath those aged trees; 
Here winds of gentlest wing will fan his breast, 
From heaven itself he may inhale the breeze: 
The plain is far beneath— oh! let him seize 
Pure pleasure while he can j the scorching ray 
Here pierceth not, impregnate with disease: 
Then let his length the loitering pilgrim lay, 
And gaze, untired, the morn, the noon, the eve 
away. 

LI. 

Dusty and huge, enlarging on the sight, 
Nature's volcanic amphitheatre, aa 
Chimoera's alps extend from left to right : 
Beneath, a living valley seems to stir ; 
Flocks play, trees wave, streams flow, the 

mountain fir 
Nodding above: behold black Acheron! a3 
Once consecrated to the sepulchre. 
Pluto! if this be hell I look upon, 
Close shamed Elysium's gates, my shade shall seek 
for none ! 
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Ne city's towers pollute the lovely view; 
Unseen Is Yanina, though not remote, 
Veiled by the screen of hills: here men are few, 
Scanty the hamlet, rare the lonely cot ; 
But, peering down each precipice, the goat 
Browseth; and, pensive o'er his scattered Hock, 
The little shepherd in his white capote 1 * 
Doth lean his boyish form along 4 the rock, 
Or in his cave awaits the tempest's short-lived 
shock. 

LIII. 

Oh! where, Dodona ! is thine aged grove, 
Prophetic fount, and oracle divine? 
What valley echoed the response of Jove? 
What trace remaineth of the thunderer's shrine? 
All, all forgotten — and shall man repine 
That his frail bonds to fleeting life are broke ? 
Cease, fool ! the fate of gods may well be thine: 
Wouldst thou survive the marble or the oak? 
When nations, tongues, and worlds must sink be- 
neath the stroke ! 
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LIV. 

Epirus' bounds recede, and mountains fail j 
Tired of up-gazing still, the wearied eye 
Reposes gladly on as smooth a vale 
As ever Spring yclad in grassy dye: 
Ev' n on a plain no humble beauties lie, 
Where some bold river breaks the long expanse, 
And woods along the banks are waving high, 
Whose shadows in the glassy waters dance, 
Or with ihe moon-beam sleep in midnight's solemn 
trance. 

The Sun had sunk behind vast Tomerit, a5 
And Laos wide and fierce came roaring by; * tt 
The shades ofnvonted night were gathering yet, 
When, down the steep banks winding warily, 
Childe Harold saw, like meteors in the sky, 
The glittering minarets of Tepalen, 
Whose walls o'erlook the stream ; and drawing 
nigh, 

• i 

He heard the busy hum of warrior-men 
Swelling the breeze that sighed along the length- 
ening glen. 
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LVI. 

He passed the sacred Haram's silent tower, ; 
And underneath the wide o'erarching gate 
Surveyed the dwelling of this chief of power, 
Where all around proclaimed his high estate. 
Amidst no common pomp the despot sate, 
While busy preparation shook the court, 
Slaves, ennuchs, soldiers, guests, and santons 

* • 

wait-. 

" . - • •' 

Within, a palace, and without, a fort: 

Here men of every clime appear to make resort. 

LVII. 

i » ■ 

Richly caparisoned, a ready row 
* Of armed horse, and many a warlike store^ 
Circled the wide extending court below : 
Above, strange groups adorned the corridore ; 
And oft-times through the Area's echoing door 
Some high-capped Tartar spurred his steed away : 
The Turk, the Greek, the Albanian, and the 

Moor, •..«-:. 
Here mingled in their many-hued array, 
While the deep war-drum's sound announced the 
close of day. 
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The wild Albanian kirtled to his knee, 
With shawl-girt head and ornamented gun, 
And gold-embroidered garments, fair to see ; 
The crimson-scarfed men of Macedon; 
The Delhi with his cap of terror on, 
And crooked glaive; the lively, supple Greek; 
And swarthy Nubia's mutilated son ; 
The bearded Turk that rarely deigns to speak, 
Master of all around, too potent to be meek, 

LIX. 

Are mixed conspicuous^ some recline in groups, 
Scanning the motley scene that varies round ; 
There some grave Moslem to devotion stoops, 
And some that smoke, and some that play, are 
found ; 

Here the Albanian proudly treads the ground; 
Half whispering there the Greek is heard to prate; 
Hark! fromthemosque the nightly solemn sound, 
The Muezzin's call doth shake the minaret, 
« There is no god but God I — to prayer — lo ! God is 
great! » 
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. LX. 

• - ' ! - ' s * * 

Just at this season Ramazani's fast 
Through the long day its penance did maintain : 
But when the lingering twilight hour was past, 
Revel and feast assumed the rule again : 
Now all was bustle, and the menial train 
Prepared and spread the plenteous board within; 
The vacant gallery now seemed made in vain, 
But from the chambers came the mingling din, 
As page and slave anon were passing out and in. 

LXI. 

' * 

Here woman's voice is never heard : apart, 
And scarce permitted, guarded, veiled, to move, 
She yields to one her person and her heart, 
Tamed to her cage, nor feels a wish to rove: , 
For, not unhappy in her master's love, 
And joyful in a mother's gentlest cares, 
Blest cares ! all other feelings far above ! 
Herself more sweetly rears the babe she bears, 
Who never quits the breast, no meaner passion 
shares. 
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In marble-paved pavilion, where a spring 
Of living water from the centre rose, 
Whose bubbling did a genial freshness fling, 
And soft voluptuous couches breathed repose, 
An reclined, a man of war and-woes; 
Yet in his lineaments ye cannot trace, , 
While Gentleness her milder radiance throws 
Along that aged venerable face, 

The deeds that lurk beneath, and stain him with 

• - * • 

. disgrace. 

LXIII. 

It is not that yon hoary lengthening beard 
111 suits the passions which belong to youth; 
Love conquers age — so Hafiz hath averred, 
So sings the Teian, and he sings in sooth— 
But crimes that scorn the tender voice of Ruth, 
Beseeming all men ill, but most the man 
In years, have marked him with a tyger's tooth j 
Blood follows blood, and, through their morta. 
span, 

In bloodier acts conclude those who with blood 



began. 



Digitized by Google 



gG CHILDE HAROLD^ 

lxiv. 

'Mid many things most new to ear and eye 
The pilgrim rested here his weary feet, 
And gazed around on Moslem luxury, 
Till quickly wearied with that spacious seat 
Of Wealth and Wantonness, the choice retreat 
Of sated Grandeur from the city's noise: 
And were it humbler it in sooth were sweet ; 
But Peace abhorreth artificial joys, 
And Pleasure, leagued with Pomp, the zest of both 
destroys. 

LXV. 

V • » . I 

Fierce are Albania's children, yet they lack 
Not virtues, were thpse virtues more mature. 
Where is the foe that ever saw their back ? 
Who can so well the toil of war endure? 
Their native fastnesses not more secure 
Than they in doubtful time of troublous need : 
Their wrath how deadly ! but their friendship 
sure, 

When Gratitude or Valour bids them bleed, 
Unshaken rushing on where'er their chief may lead. 

» 
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LXVI. 

Childe Harold saw them in tlieir chieftain's tower 
Thronging to war in splendour and success , 
And after viewed them, when, within their 

power, • 
Himself awhile the victim of distress; - 
Thatsaddeninghour when bad men hotlier press: 
But these did shelter him beneath their roof, 
When less barbarians would have cheered him 

less, - . '*. 
And fellow-countrymen have stood aloof — a J 
In aught that tries the heart how few withstand the 

proof! * 
LXVII. 

It chanced that adverse winds once drove his bark 
Full on the coast of Suli's shaggy shore, 
When all around was desolate and dark; 
To land was perilous, to sojourn more; 
Yet for awhile the mariners forbore, 
Dubious to trust where treachery might lurk: 
At length they ventured forth, though doubting 
sore 

That those who loathe alike the Frank and Turk 
Might once again renew their ancient butcher-work.\ 
voi*. i. 5 
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, _ LXVIII. 
Vain fear ! the Suliotes stretched the welcome 
hand, 

Led them o'er rocks and past the dangerous 
swamp, 

Kinder than polished slaves though not so bland, 
And piled the hearth, and wrung their garments 
damp, 

And filled the bowl, and trimmed the cheerful 
lamp, 

And spread their fare j though homely, all they 
had : 

Such conduct bears Philanthropy's rare stamp- 
To rest the weary and to soothe the sad, 
Doth lesson happier men, and shames at least the 
- bad. 

LXIX. 

It came to pass, that when he did address 
Himself to quit at length this mountain-land, 



1 


1 • 


111 


1 


1 



And wasted far and near with glaive and brand; 

And therefore did he take a trusty band 

To traverse Acarnania's forest wide, 

In war well seasoned, and with labours tannedi 
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Till he did greet white Achelous' tide, 
And from his furthe^bank JEtolia's wolds espied. 

* 

Where lone Utraikey forms its circling cove, 
And weary waves retire to gleam at rest, 
How brown the foliage of the green hill's grove, 
Nodding at midnight o'er the calm bay's breast, 
As winds come lightly whispering from the 
west, • 

Kissing, not ruffling, the blue deep's serene.— 
Here Harold was received a welcome guest, 
Nor did he pass unmoved the gentle scene, 
For many a joy could he from Night's soft presence 
glean. . 

LXXI. 

On the smooth shore the night-fires brightly 
blazed, 

The feast was done, the red wine circling fast, 2 * 
And he that unawares had there y gazed 
With gaping wonderment had stared aghast; 
For ere night's midmost, stillest hour was past 
The native revels of the troop began ; 
Each Palikar a 9 his sabre from him cast, 
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And bounding hand in hand, man linked to man, 
Yelling their uncouth dir^|, long daunced the 
kirtled clan. 

LXXIL 

Childe Harold at a little distance stood 
And viewed, but not displeased, the revelrie, 
Nor hated harmless mirth, however rude : 

* * 

In sooth, it was no vulgar sight to see 
Their barbarous, yet their not indecent, glee, 
And, as the flames along their faces gleamed. 
Their gestures nimble, dark eyes flashing free, 
The long wild locks that to their girdles streamed, 
While thus in concert they this lay half sang, half 
screamed : 3 ° 

l. 

*'Tambourgi ! Tambourgi ! * thy 'larum afar 
Gives hope to the valiant, and promise of war ; 
All the sons of the mountains arise at the note, 

Chimariot, Illyrian, and dark Suliote ! 

■ 

2. 

Oh ! who is more brave than a dark Suliote, 
In his snowy camese and his shaggy capote? 

♦ Drummer. 
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To the wolf and the vulture he leaves his wild flock, 

* » — 

And descends to the plain like the stream from the 
rock. 

- 

3. 

Shall the sons of Chimari, who never forgive * 
The fault of a friend, bid an enemy live? 
Let those guns so unerring such vengeance forego? 
What mark is so fair as the breast of a foe? 

Macedonia sends forth her invincible race 5 
For a time they abandon the cave and the chase : 
But those scarfs of blood-red shall be redder, before 

The sabre is sheathed and the battle is o'er. 

•••1 * 
' ■ iS. 

Then the pirates of Parga that dwell by the waves, 

And teach the pale Franks what it is to be slaves, 

Shall leave on the beach the long galley and oar, 

And track to his covert the captive on shore. * 

6. 

I ask not the pleasures that riches supply, 
My sabre shall win what the feeble must buy; 
Shall win the young bride with her long flowing 

hair, , . 

And many a maid from her mother shall tear. 
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7. 

I love the fair face of the maid in her youth, 
Her caresses shall lull me, her music shall sooth; 
Let her bring from the chamber her many toned 
lyre, 

And sing us a song on the fall of her sire. 

8. 

Remember the moment when Previsa fell, 3 * 
The shrieks of the conquered, the conquerors' yell ; 
The roofs that we fired , and the plunder we shared , 
The wealthy we slaughtered, the lovely we spared. 

9- 

I talk not of mercy, I talk not of fear ; 

He neither must know who would serve the Vizier : 

Since the days of our prophet the Crescent ne'er 

saw - 

A chief ever glorious like Ali Pashaw. 

10. 

Dark Muchtar his son to the Danube is sped, 
Let the yellow-haired (i) Giaours (2) view his 
horsetail (3) with dread ; 

(1) Yellow is the epithet given to the Russians, 
(a) Infidel. 

. (3) Horse-tails are the insignia of a Pacha. 
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— 9 ■ * 

Wlien his Delhi's (i) come dashing in blood o'er the 

bants, , c % , 
How few shall escape from the Muscovite ranks ! 

ii. 

Selictar ! (2) unsheath then our chiefs scimitar : 
Tambourgi ! thy 'larum gives promise of war. 
Ye mountains, that see us descend to the shore, 
Shall view us as victors, or view us no more ! 

LXXIII. 

Fair Greece! sad relic of departed worth! 33 

* * - ♦ 

Immortal, though no more ; though fallen , great! 

Who now shall lead thy scattered children forth, 

And long accustomed bondage uncreate? 

Not such thy sons who whilome did await, 

The hopeless warriors of a willing doom, 

In bleak Thermopylae's sepulchral strait — 

Oh ! who that gallant spirit shall resume, 

Leap from Eurotas' banks, and call thee from the 

■ 

tomb ? 

LXXIV. 

Spirit of freedom 1 when on Phyle's brow 34 
Thou sat'st with Thrasybulus and his train, 



(1) Horsemen, answering to our forlorn hope. 
(3) Sword-bearer, 



* » 
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Couldst thou forebode the dismal hour which 
now 

Dims the green beauties of thine Attic plain? 
Not thirty tyrants now enforce the chain, 
But every carle can lord it o'er thy land ; ' 
Nor rise thy sons, but idly rail in vain, 
Trembling beneath the scourge of Turkish hanj, 
From birth till death enslaved; in word, in deed 

unmanned. 
\ • LXXV. 

In all save form alone, how changed! and who 
That marks ttie fire still sparkling in each eye, 
Who but would deem their bosoms burned anew 

« 

With thy unquenched beam, lost Liberty ! 
And many dream withal the hour is nigh 
That gives them back their fathers' heritage: 
For foreign arms and aid they fondly sigh, 
Nor solely dare encounter hostile rage, 

Or tear their name defiled from Slavery's mourn- 

* * -■ 

ful page. . . 

LXXVI. 

Hereditary bondsmen ! know ye not 
Who would be free themselves must strike the 
blow? 
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By their right arms the conquest must be 
wrought? 

Will Gaul or Muscovite redress ye? no ! 
True, they may lay your proud despoilcrs low, 
But not for you will Freedom's altars flame. 
Shades of the Helots! triumph o'er your foe! 

• • * » 

Greece ! change thy lords, thy state is still the 
same; 

Thy glorious day is o'er, but not thine years of 
shame. 
" LXXVII. 
The city won for Allah from the Giaour, 
The Giaour from Othman's race again may wrest; 
And the Serai's impenetrable tower 
Receive the fiery Frank, her former guest; 25 
Or Wahab's rebel brood who dared divest 
The 36 prophet's tomb of all its pious spoil, 
May wind their path of blood along the West; 

But ne'er will freedom seek this fated soil, 

« * . . 

But slave succeed to slave through years of endless 
toil. 

LXXVIII. * 
Yet mark their mirth— ere lenten days begin, 
That penance which their holy rites prepare 
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*■ . . 

To shrive from man his weight of mortal sin, 
By daily abstinence and nightly prayer; 
But ere his sackcloth garb Repentance wear, 

. Some days of joyaunce are decreed to alt, 
To take of pleasaunce each his secret share, 
In motley robe to dance at masking ball, ^ 

And join the mimic train of merry Carnival. 

LXX1X. 

And whose more rife with merriment than 
thine, 

On Stamboul ! once the empress of their reign? 

* • • * * * 

Though turbans now pollute Sophia's shrine, 
And Greece her very altars eyes in vain : 
(Alas ! her woes will still pervade my strain !) 
Gay were her minstrels once, for free her throng, 
All felt the common joy they now must feign, 
Nor oft I've seen such sight, nor heard such song, 
As wooed the eye, and thrilled the Bosphoru* 
"along. 



Loud was the lightsome tumult of the shore, 
Oft Music changed, but never ceased her tone, 
And timely echoed back the measured oar, 
And rippling waters made a pleasant moan : 
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The Queen of tides on high consenting shone, 
And when a transient breeze swept o'er the 
wave, 

'Twas, as if darting from her heavenly throne , 
A brighter glance her form reflected gave, 
Till sparkling billows seemed to light the banks 
they lave. 

LXXXI. . 
Glanced many a light caique along the foam, 
Danced on the shore the daughters of the land, 
Ne thought had man or maid of rest or home, 
While many a languid eye and thrilling hand 
Exchanged the look few bosoms may withstand, 
Or gently prest, returned the pressure still: 
Oh Love ! young Love ! bound in thy rosy band , 
Let sage or cynic prattle as he will, 
These hours, and only these, redeem Life's years 
of ill! 

. . lxxxii. . ' ; . 

But, midst the throng in merry masquerade, 
Lurk there no hearts that throb with secret pain , 
Even through the closest searment half betrayed? 
To such the gentle murmurs of the main 
Seem tare-echo all. they mourn in vain; 

♦ » 
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To such the gladness of the gamesome crowd 
Is source of wayward thought and stern disdain ; 
How do they loathe the laughter idly loud, 
And long to change the rohe of revel for the 
shroud ! 

This must he feel, the true-born son of Greece, 
If Greece one true-born patriot still can boast: 
Not such as prate of war, but skulk in peace, 
The bondsman's peace, who sighs for all he lost, 
Yet with smooth smile his tyrant can accost, 
And wield the slavish sickle, not the sword r 
Ah ! Greece ! they love thee least who owe thee 
most ; 

Their birth, their blood, and that sublime record 
Of hero sires,who shame thy now degenerate horde! 

LXXXIV. 

When riseth Lacedemon's hardihood, 

r . • 9 

When Thebes Epaminondas rears again, 
When Athens' children are with hearts endued, 
When Grecian mothers shall give birth to men, 
Then may'st thou be restored ; but not till then. 
A thousand years scarce serve to form a state } 
An hour may lay it in the dust : and when 
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Can man its shattered splendour renovate, 
Recal its virtues back, and vanquish Time and 
- Fate? 

LXXXV. 

And yet how lovely in thine age of woe, „ 
Land of lost gods and godlike men ! art thou! 
Thy vales of ever-green ,%iy%ills of snow 3 ? 
Proclaim thee Nature's varied favourite now : 
Thy fanes, thy temples to thy surface bow, 
Commingling slowly with heroic earth, 
Broke by the share of every rustic plough : 
So perish monuments of mortal birth, 
So perish all in turn, save well-recorded Worth ; 

LXXXVI. 

* * • 

Save where some solitary column mourns 
Above its prostrate brethren of the cave ; 38 

* ■ 

Save where Tritonia's airy shrine adorns ♦ 
Colonna's cliff, and gleams along the wave ; 
Save o'er some warrior's half-forgotten grave, 

• • • 

Where the grey stones and unmolested grass 

Ages, but not oblivion, feebly brave, 

« . 
While strangers only not regardless pass, 

Lingering like me, perchance, to gaze, and sigh 

« Alas ! » 
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LXXXVII. 
Yet are thy skies as blue, thy crags as wild ; 

Sweet are thy groves, and verdant are thy fields, 
Thine olive ripe as when Minerva smiled, 
And still his honied wealth Hymettus yields; 
There the blithe bee J^is fragrant fortress builds, 
The freeborn wanderer of thy mountain-air; 
Apollo still thy long, long summer gilds, 
Still in his beam Mendeli's marbles glare; 
Art, Glory, Freedom fail, but Nature still is fair. 

LXXXVUI. 

Where'er we tread 'tis haunted, holy ground ; 
No earth of thine is lost in vulgar mould, 
But one vast realm of wonder spreads around, 
And all the Muse's tales seem truly told, 
Till the sense aches with gazing to behold 
The scenes our earliest dreams have dwelt upon : 
Each hill and dale, each deepening glen and 
wold 

Defies the power which crushed thy temples 
gone : 

Age shakes Athena's tower, but spares gray Mara- 
thon. 
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; LXXXIX. 

The sun, the soil, but not the slave, the same; 
Unchanged in all except its foreign lord — 
Preserves alike its bounds and boundless fame 
The Battle-fieM, where Persia's victim horde 
First bowed beneath the brunt of Hellas' sword, 
As on the morn to distant Glory dear, 
When Marathon became a magic word ; 3 9 
Which uttered, to the hearer's eye appear 
The camp, the host, the fight, the conqueror's 
career, 

XC. , 

The flying Mede, his shaftless broken bowj 
The fiery Greek, his red pursuing spear; 
Mountains above, Earth's, Ocean's plain below; 
Death in the front, Destruction in the rear! 
Such was the scene — what now remaineth here? 
What sacred trophy marks the hallowed ground, 
Recording Freedom's smile and Asia's tear? 
The rifled urn, the violated mound, 
The dust thy courser's hoof, rude stranger! spurns 
around. 
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XCI. 

Yet to the remnants of thy splendour past 
Shall pilgrims, pensive, but unwearied, throngs 
Long shall the voyager, with th' Ionian blast, 
Hail the bright clime of battle and of song • 
Long shall thine annals and immortal tongue 
Fill with thy fame the youth of many a shore ; 
Boast of the aged ! lesson of the young ! 
Which sages venerate and bards adore, 

As Pallas and the Muse unveil their awful lore. 
. XCH. 
The parted bosom clings to wonted home, 
If aught that's kindred cheer the welcome hearth 
He that is lonely hither let him roam, 
And gaze complacent on congenial earth. 
Greece is no lightsome land of social mirth; 
But he whom Sadness sootheth may abide, 
And scarce refret the region of his birth, 
When wandering slow by Delphi's sacred side, 

Or gazing o'er the plains where Greek and Persian 
died. 

XCIIL - ' 
Let such approach this consecrated land, 
And pass in peace along the magic waste : • 

■ * " : 

* • • 
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But spare its relics — let no busy hand 
Deface the scenes, already how defaced ! 
Not for such purpose were these altars placed : 
Revere the remnants nations once revered : 
So may our country's name be undisgraced, 
So may'st thou prosper where thy youth was 
reared, 

By every honest joy of love and life endeared ! 

XCIV.. 

For thee, who thus in too protracted song 
Hast soothed thine idlesse with inglorious lays, 
Soon shall thy voice be lost amid the throng 
Of louder minstrels in these later days: 
To such resign the strife for fading bays — 
111 may such contest now the spirit move 
Which heeds nor keen reproach nor partial 
praise ; 

Since cold each kinder heart that might approve, 
And none are left to please when none are left to 
love. 

/- xcv. 

Thou too art gone, thou loved and lovely one ! 
Whom youth and youth's affection bound to me ; 
Who did for me what none beside have done, 
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Nor shrank from one albeit unworthy thee. 
What is my being? thou hast ceased to be! 
Nor staid to welcome here thy wanderer home, 
• Who mourns o'er hours which we no more shall 
see — 

Would they had never been, or were to come.! 
Would he had ne'er returned to find fresh cause to 
roam! * - 

XCVI. 

Oh ! ever loving, lovely, and beloved ! 
How selfish Sorrow ponders on the past, 
And clings to thoughts now better far removed ! 
But Time shall tear thy shadow from me last. 
All thou could'st have of mine, stern Death! thou 
hast; 

The parent, friend, and now the more than friend: 
Ne'er yet for one thine arrows flew so fast, 
And grief with grief continuing still to blend, 
Hath snatched the little joy that life had yet to 
lend. 

XCVII. 

Then must I plunge again into the crowd, 
And follow all that Peace disdains to seek? . 
Where Revel calls, and Laughter, vainly loud, 
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False to the heart, distorts ihe hollow cheek, 
To leave the flagging spirit doubly weak j 
Still o'er the features, which perforce they cheer, 
To feign the pleasure or conceal the pique ; 
Smiles form the channel of a future tear, 
Or raise the writhing lip with ill-dissembled sneer. 

XCVIII. 

What is the worst of woes that wait on age? 
What stamps the wrinkle deeper on the brow? 
To view each loved one blotted from life's page, 
And be alone on earth, as I am now. 
Before the Chastener humbly let me bow, 
O'er hearts divided and o'er hopes destroyed : 
Roll on, vain days! full reckless may ye flow, 
Since Time hath reft whate'er my soul enjoyed, 
And with the ills of Eld mine earlier years alloyed. 
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NOTES TO CANTO I. 



i. 

Tes ! sighed o'er Delphi's long-deserted shrine. 

Stanza i. Jine 6, 

The little village of Castri stands partly on the site of 
Delphi. Along the path of the mountain, from Chrysso, 
are the remains of sepulchres hewn in and from the 
rock: « One, » said the guide, « of a king who broke his 
neck hunting. » His Majesty had certainly chosen the 
fittest spot for such an achievement. 

A little above Castri is a cave, supposed the Pythian, 
of immense depth j the upper part of it is paved, and 
now a cowhouse. 

On the other side of Castri stands a Greek monastery $ 
some way above which is the cleft in the rock, with a 
range of caverns difficult of ascent, and apparently lead- 
ing to the interior of the mountain j probably to the 
Corycian Cavern mentioned by Pausanias. From this 
part descend the fountain and the « Dews of Castalie. » 

a. 

And rest ye at our a Lady's house of woe. » 
* Stanza xx. line 4* 

The Convent of « Our Lady of Punishment, » Nossa 
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Sehora de Pena *, on the summit of the rock. Below, 
at some distance, is the Cork Convent, where St. Ho- 
norius dug his den, over which is his epitaph. From 
the hills, the sea adds to the beauty of the view. 

■ : 3. 

Throughout this purple land, where law secures not life. 

Stanza xxi. line last. 

It is a well known fact, that in the year 1809 the 
assassinations in the streets of Lisbon and its vicinity 
were not confined by the Portuguese to their country- 
men j but that Englishmen were daily butchered : and 
so far from redress being obtained, we were requested 
not to interfere if we perceived any compatriot defend- 
ing himself against his allies. I was once stopped in 
the way to the theatre at eight o'clock: in the evening, 
when the streets were not more empty than they gene- 
rally are at that hour, opposite to an open shop, and in 
a carriage with a friend ; had we not fortunately been 
armed, I have not the least doubt that we should have 
adorned a tale instead of telling one. The crime of as- 

* Since the publication of this Poem, I have been informed 
of the misapprehension of the term JVossa Senora de Pena. 
It was owing to the want of the tilde, or mark over the n 9 
which alters the signification of the word : with it, Pena 
signifies a rock ; without it, Pena has the sense I adopted. 
I do not think it necessary to alter the passage, as though the 
common acceptation affixed to it is « our Lady of the Rock,» 
I may well assume the other sense from the severities practised 
there. 
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sassination is not confined to Portugal: in Sicily and Mal- 
ta we are knocked on the head at a handsome average 
nightly, and not a Sicilian or Maltese is ever punished! 

Behold the hall where chiefs were late convened? 

Stanza xxiv. line i. 
The Convention of Cintra was signed in the palace of 
the Marchese Marialva. The late exploits of Lord 
Wellington have effaced the follies of Cintra. He has, 
indeed, done wonders : he has perhaps changed the 
character of a nation, reconciled rival superstitions, 
and haffled an enemy who never retreated before his 
predecessors. 

5. 

Y et Mafra shall one moment claim delay. 

Stanza xxix. line i. 
The extent of Mafra is prodigious; it contains a 
palace^ convent, and most superb church. The six 
organs are the most beautiful I ever beheld in point of 
decoration we did not hear them, but were told that 
their tones were correspondent to their splendour. 
Mafra is termed the Escurial of Portugal. 

b. 

IVcll doth the Spanish hind the difference know 
' Twixt him and Lusian slave, the lowest of the low, 

■ 

Stanza xxxiii. lines 8 and 9. 
As I found the Portuguese, so I have characterized 
them. That they are since improved, at least in cour- 
age, is evident. 
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When Cava's traitor-sire jirst called the hand 
That dyed thy mountain streams with Gothic gore. 

Stanza xxxv. lines 3 and 4. 

Count Julian's daughter, the Helen of Spain. Pelagius 
preserved his independence in the fastnesses of the 
Asturias, and the descendants of his followers, after 
some centuries, completed their struggle by the con- 
quest of Grenada. 

Q 

. o* 

iVb / as he speeds, he chaunts ; « Viva el Rey t n 

Stanza xlviii. line 5. 

« Yiv a el Rey Fernando ! »— Long live King Ferdi- 
nand! is the chorus of most of the Spanish patriotic 
songs: they are chiefly in dispraise of the old king 
Charles, the Queen, and the Prince of Peace. I have 
heard many of them j some of the airs are beautiful. 
Godoy, the Principe de la Paz, was born at Badajoz, 
on the frontiers of Portugal, and was originally in the 
ranks of the Spanish Guards, till his person attracted 
the queen's eyes, and raised him to the dukedom of 
Alcudia, etc. etc. It is to this man that the Spaniards 
universally impute the ruin of their country. 

9. 

Bears in his cap the badge of crimson hue, 
Which tells you whom to shun and whom to greet. 

Sanza 1. lines 2 and 3. 

The red cockade with « Fernando Septirao » in the 
centre. 
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10. 

The ball-piled pyramid, the ever-blazing match. 

Stanza li. line last. 
All who have seen a battery will recollect the py- 
ramidal form in which shot and shells are piled. The 
Sierra Morena was fortified in every defile through 
which I passed in my way to Seville. 

II. % 
Foiled by a woman's hand, before a battered wall. 

Stanza lvi. line last. 
Such were the exploits of the Maid of Saragoza. 
When the author was at Seville she walked daily on 
the Prado, decorated with medals and orders, by com- 
mand of the Junta. 

12. 

The seal Love's dimpling finger hath impressed 
Denotes how soft that chin which bears his touch. 

, V Stanza lviii. lines I and a. 

Sigilia in memo impressa Amoris digitulo 
Vestigio demonstrant Mollitudinem. Aul. Gel. 

i3. 

Oh, Uwu Parnassus! 

Stanza Ix. line i. 
These stanzas were written in Castri ( Delphos ), at 
the foot of Parnassus, now called A<*xv£*--Liakura. 

14. 

Fair is proud Seville; let her country boast 
Her strength, her wealth, her site of ancient days. 

Stanza lxv. lines I and X 
Seville was the Hispalis of the Romans. 
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i5. 

/e, Boeotian shades ! the reason -why ? 

Stanza lxx. line 5. 
This was written at Thebes, and consequently in the 
best situation for asking and answering such a question ; 
not as the birth-place of Pindar, but as the Capital of 
Boeotia, where the first riddle was propounded and 
«olved. 

.16. 

Some bitter o'er the flowers its bubbling venom flings. 

Stanza lxxxii. line last, 
a Medio de fonte leporum 
* Surgit amari aliquid quod in ipsis floribus angat. » Luc; 

A traitor only fell beneath the feud. 

Stanza ixxxv. line 7. 
Alluding to the conduct and death of Solano, the 
Governor of Cadiz. 

« War even to the knife 

Stanza lxxxvi. line last. 
« War to the knife. » Palafox's answer to the French 
General at the siege of Saragoza. 

And thou, my friend I etc. 

Stanza xci. line 1. 
The Honourable P. W**. of the Guards, who died 
©f a fever at Coimbra. I had know* him ten years, 
vol. I. 6 
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th6 better half of his life, and the happiest part of 
mine. 

In the short space of one month I have lost her who 
gave me being, and most of those who had made that 
being tolerable. To me the lines of Young are no 
fiction: • 

« Insatiate archer ! could not one suffice ? 

Thy shaft flew thrice, and thrice ray peace was slain, 

And thrice ere thrice yon moon had fill'd her horn. » 

I should have ventured a verse to the memory of the 
late Charles Skinner Matthews, Fellow of Downing 
College, Cambridge, were he not too much above all 
praise of mine. His powers of mind, shown in the 
attainment of greater honours, against the ablest can- 
didates, than those of any graduate on record at Cam- 
bridge, have sufficiently established his fame on the 
spot where it was acquired, while his softer qualities 
live in the recollection of friends who loved him too 
well to envy his superiority. 



i 
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NOTES TO CANTO II. 



r , 



I. 

—despite of war and wasting fir 

Stanza i. line 4* 
Part of the Acropolis was destroyed by the explosion 
•f a magazine during the Venetian siege. / 

But worse than steel and flame, and ages slow, 
Is the dread sceptre and dominion dire 
Of men who never felt the sacred glow 
That thoughts of thee and thine on polislied breasts bestow. 

Stanza i. line 6. 

We can all feel, or imagine, the regret with which the 
ruins of cities, once the capitals of empires, are beheld j 
the reflections suggested by such objects are too trite 
to require recapitulation. But never did the littleness 
of man, and the vanity of his very best virtues, of 
patriotism to exalt, and of valour to defeud his coun- 
try, appear more conspicuous than in the record of 
what Athens was, and the certainty of what she now 
is. This theatre of contention between mighty fac- 
tions, of the struggles of orators, the exaltation and 
- deposition of tyrants, the triumph and punishment of 
generals, is now become a scene of petty intrigue and 
perpetual disturbance, between the bickering agents 
of certain British nobility and gentry, a The wild foxes, 
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the owls and serpents in the ruins of Babylon, » were 
surely less degrading than such inhabitants. The Turks 
have the plea of conquest for their tyranny, and the 
Greeks have only suffered the fortune of war, inci- 
dental to the bravest j but how are the mighty fallen, 
when two painters contest the privilege of plundering 
the Parthenon, and triumph in turn, according to the 
tenor of each succeeding firman ! Sylla could but punish, 
Philip subdue, and Xerxes burn Athens : but it remain- 
ed for the paltry Antiquarian, and his despicable 
agents, to render her contemptible as himself and his 
pursuits. 

The Parthenon, before its destruction in part, by 
fire during the Venetian siege, had been a temple, a 
church, and a mosque. In each point of view it is an 
object of regard : it changed its worshippers ; but still 
it was a place of worship thrice sacred to devotion : 

its violation is a triple sacrilege. But 

■ - 

« Man, vain man, 
c Drest in a little brief authority, 
« Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 
a As make the angels weep. » 

3. 

• * 

Far on the solitary shore he sleeps'. 

' * Stanza t. line a. 

It was not always the custom of the Greeks to burn 
their dead ; the greater Ajax in particular was interred 
entire. Almost all the chiefs became gods after their 
decease, and he was indeed neglected, who had not 
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annual games near his tomb, or festivals in honour of his 
memory by his countrymen, as Achilles, Brasidas, etc. 
and at last even Autinous, whose death was as heroic 
as his life was infamous. 

4- 

Here, son of Saturn ! was thy fat? rite throne. 

Stanza x. line 3. 

The temple of Jupiter Olympius, of which sixteen 
columns entirely of marble yet survive: originally there 
were i5o. These columns, however, are by many 
supposed to have belonged to the Pantheon. 

'5. 

And bear these altars o'er the long-reluctant brine. 

Stanza xi. line last. 
The ship was wrecked in the Archipelago. 

* 

6. 

lorwe what Goth, and Turk, and Time hath spared. 

Stanza xii, line a. 

At this moment (January 3, 1809), besides what has 
been already deposited in London, an Hydriot vessel 
is in the Piraeus to receive every portable relic. Thus, 
as I heard a young Greek observe in common with 
many of his countrymen— for, lost as they are, they 
yet feel on this occasion—thus may Lord Elgin boast, 
of having ruined Athens. An Italian painter of the 
first eminence, named Lusieri, is the agent of devasta- 
tion ; and like the Greek finder of Vcrres in Sicily, 
who followed the same profession, he has proved the 
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able instrument of plunder. Between this artist and 
the French Consul Fauvel, who wishes to rescue the 
remains for his own government, there is now a 
violent dispute concerning a car employed in their con* 
veyance, the wheel of which— I wish they were both 
broken upon it— has been locked up by the Consul, and 
Lusieri has laid his complaint before the Waywode. 
Lord Elgin has been extremely happy in his choice 
of Signor Lusieri. During a residence of ten years in 
Athens, he never had the curiosity to proceed as far as 
Sunium*, till he accompanied us in our second excur- 

* Now Cape Colonna. In all Attica, if we except Athens 
itself and Marathon, there is no scene more interesting than 
Cape Colonna. To the antiquary and artist, sixteen columns 
are an inexhaustible source of observation and design ; to the 
philosopher, the suppocd scene of some of Plato's conversa- 
tions will not be unwelcome: and the traveller will be struck 
with the beauty of the prospect over « Isles that crown the 
JEgean deep: » but for an Englishman, Colonna has yet an 
additional interest, as the actual spot of Falconer's Shipwreck. 
Pallas and Plato are forgotten, in the recollection of Falconer 
and Campbell : 

« Here in the dead of night by Lonna's steep, 
' « The seaman's cry was heard along the deep. » 

This temple of Minerva may be seen at sea from 9 great dis- 
tance. In two journeys which I made, and one voyage to 
Cape Colonna, the view from cither side, by land, was less 
striking than the approach from the isles. In our second land 
excursion, we had a narrow escape from a party of Mainnotcs, 
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5 Ion. However, his works, as far as they go, are 
most beautiful 5 but they are almost all unfinished. 
While he and his patrons confine themselves to tasting 
medals, appreciating cameos, sketching columns, and 
cheapening gems, their little absurdities are as harmless 
as insect or fox-hunting, maiden-speechifying, ba- 
rouche-driving, or any such pastime: but when they 
carry away three or four shiploads of the most valua- 
ble and massy relics that time and barbarism have 
left to the most injured and most celebrated of ci- 
ties j when they destroy, in a vain attempt to tear 

4 
I 

• ■ t 

concealed in the caverns beneath. "We were told afterwards,' 
by one of tljeir prisoners subsequently ransomed, that they 
were deterred from attacking us by the appearance of my 
two Albanians : conjecturing very sagaciously, but falsely, 
that we had a complete guard of these Arnaouts at hand, they 
remained stationary, and thus saved our party, which was too 
small to have opposed any effectual resistance. 

Colonna is no less a resort of painters than of pirates ; 
there 

« The hireling artist plants his paltry desk, 
ft And makes degraded Nature picturesque. » 

(See Hodgson's Lady Jane Grey, etc.) 

But there Nature, with the aid of Art, has done that for her- 
self. I was fortunate enough to engage a very superior Ger- 
man artist; and hope to renew my acquaintance with this 
and many other Levantine scenes, by the arrival of his per- 
formances. 



* 
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down, those works which have been the admiration 

of ages, I know no motive which can excuse, no name 
which can designate, the perpetrators of this dastardly 
devastation. Jt was not the least of the crimes laid 
to the charge of Yerres, that he had plundered Sicily, 
in the manner since imitated at Athens. The most 
unblushing impudence could hardly go farther than to 
affix the name of its plunderer to the walls of the 
Acropolis j while the wanton and useless defacement 
of the whole range of the basso-relievos, in one com- 
partment of the temple, will never permit that name 
to be pronounced by an observer without execration. 

On this occasion I speak impartially : I am not a 
collector or admirer of collections, consequently no 
rival j but I have some early prepossession in favour 
of Greece, and do not think the honour of England 
advanced by plunder, whether of India or Attica. 

Another noble Lord has done better, because he has 
done less : but some others, more or less noble, yet 
« all honourable men, a have done best, because, after 
a deal of excavation and execration, bribery to the 
Waywode, mining and countermining, they have done 
nothing at all. We had such ink-shed, and wine-shed, 
which almost ended in bloodshed ! Lord E's « prig, » — 
see Jonathan Wylde for the definition of « priggism,»— 
quarrelled with another, Gropius* by name (a very 

* This Sri Gropius was employed by a noble Lord for the 
sole purpose of sketching, in which he excels'; but I am 
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good name too for his business) and muttered some- 
thing about satisfaction, in a verbal answer to a note of 
the poor Prussian : this was stated at table to Gropius, 
who laughed, but could eat no dinner afterwards. 
The rivals were not reconciled when I left Greece. 
I have reason to remember their squabble, for thej 
wanted to make me their arbitrator. 

Her sons too weak the sacred shrine to guard, 
I^et felt some portion of their mother's pains. 

Stanza xii. lines 7 and 8. . 
I cannot resist availing myself of the permission of 
my friend Dr. Clarke, whose name requires no comment 
with the public, but whose sanction will add tenfold 
weight to my testimony, to insert the following extract 

* 

sorry to say, that he has, through the abused sanction of that 
most respectable name, been treading at humble distance in 
the steps of Sr. Lusicri. A shipful of his tropliies was de- 
tained, and I believe confiscated at Constantinople in 1810. 
I am most happy to be now enabled to state, that « this was 
not in his bond; » that he was employed solely as a painter, 
and that his noble patron disavows all connexion with him, 
except as an artist. If the error in the first and second edition 
of this Poem has given the noble Lord a moment's pain, I 
am very sorry for it ; Sr. Gropius lias assumed for years the 
name of his agent; and though I cannot much condemn myself 
for sharing in the mistake of so many, I am happy in being 
one of the first to be undeceived. Indeed, I have as much 
pleasure in contradicting this as I felt regret in staling it. 



I 
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from a very obliging letter of his to me, as a note to 
the above lines : 

« When the last of the Metopes was taken from the 
Parthenon, and, in moving of it, great part of the 
superstructure with one of the triglyphs was thrown 
down by the workmen whom Lord Elgin employed, 
the Disdar, who beheld the mischief done to the build- 
ing, took his pipe from his mouth, dropped a tear, 

and, in a supplicating tone of voice, said to Lusieri; 
TlXot !— I was present. » 

The Disdar alluded to was the father of the present 
Disdar. 

8. . 

JVhere was thine JEgis, Pallas I that appalled . : 
Stem Alaric and Havoc on their way? 

Stanza xiv. lines I and 2. 

According to Zozimus, Minerva and Achilles frighten- 
ed Alaric from the Acropolis j but others relate that 
the Gothic king was nearly as mischievous as the 
Scottish peer. — See Chandler. . 

* - \ N ' 9; - '' 

the netted canopy. ^ 

« Stanza xviil. line 2. 

The netting to prevent blocks or splinters from falling 
on deck during action. 

10. 

But not in silence pass Calypso's isles. 

Stanza xxix. line t. 

Goza is said to have been the island of Calvpso. 



Digitized by 



TO CH1LDE HAROLD. l3l 

m 

t * 

II. 

. V Land of Albania ! let me bend mine eyes 
On thee, thou rugged nurse of savage men ! 

Stanza xxxviii. lines 5 and 6. 

Albania comprises part of Macedonia, Illyria, Chao- 
nia, and Epirus. Iskander is the Turkish word for 
Alexander ; and the celebrated Scanderbeg ( Lord 
Alexander) is alluded to in the third and fourth lines of 
the thirty-eighth stanza. I do not know whether I am 
eorrect in making Scanderbeg the countryman of 
Alexander, who was born at Pella in Macedon, but 
Mr. Gibbon terms him so, and adds Pyrrhus to the 
list, in speaking of his exploits. 

Of Albania Gibbon remarks, that a country « within 
sight of Italy is less known than the interior of Ame- 
rica. » Circumstances, of little consequence to men- 
tion, led Mr. Hobhouse and myself into that country 
before we visited any other part of the Ottoman do- 
minions j and with the exception of Major Leake, then 
officially resident at Joannina, no other Englishmen 
have ever advanced beyond the capital into the interior, 
as that gentleman very lately assured me. Ali Pacha 
was at that time ( October, 1609 ) carrying on war 
against Ibrahim Pacha, whom he had driven to Berat, 
a strong fortress which he was then besieging : on 
our arrival at Joannina we were invited to Tepaleni, 
his Highness's birth-place,- and favourite Serai, only 
one day's distance from Berat j at this juncture the 
Vizier had made it his head quarters. 

After some .stay in the capital, we accordingly foi- 



♦ 



L 
% ■ 



Digitized by Google 



i 3a votzs 

lowed ; but though furnished with every accommoda- 
tion and escorted by one of the Vizier's secretaries, 
we were nine days ( on account of the rains) in ac- 
complishing a journey which, on our return, barely 
occupied four. 

On our route we passed two cities, Argyrocastro 
and Libochabo, apparently little inferior to Yanina in 
size j and no pencil or pen can ever do justice lo the 
scenery in the viciuity of Zitza and Delvinachi, the 
frontier village of Epirus and Albania proper* 

On Albania and its inhabitants I am unwilling to 
descant, because this will be done so much better by 
my fellow-traveller, in a work which may probably 
precede this in publication, that I as little wish to 
follow as I would to anticipate him. But some few 
observations are necessary to the text. 

The Arnaouts, or Albanese, struck me forcibly by 
their resemblance to the Highlanders of Scotland, in 
dress, figure, and manner of living. Their very 
mountains seemed Caledonian w T ith a kinder climate. 
The kilt, though white ; the spare, active form ; their 
dialect, Celtic in its sound, and their hardy habits, 
all carried me back to Morven. No nation are so 
detested and dreaded by their neighbours as the Al- 
banese : the Greeks hardly regard them as Christians, 
or the Turks as Moslems ; and in fact they are a 
mixture of Loth, and sometimes neither. Their habits 
arc predatory: all are armed 5 and the red-shawled 
Arnaouts, the Montenegrins, Chiraariots, andGegdes 
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are treacherous j the others differ somewhat in garb, 
and essentially in character. As far as my own expe- 
rience goes, I can speak favourably. I was attended 
by two, an Infidel and a Mussulman, to Constantino- 
ple and every other part of Turkey which came within 
my observation j and more faithful in peril, or inde- 
fatigable in service, are rarely to be found. The In- 
fidel was named Basilius, the Moslem, Dervish Tahiri j 
the former a man of middle age, and the latter about 
my own. Basili was strictly charged by Ali Pacha 
in person to attend us 5 and Dervish was one of fifty 
who accompanied us through the forests of Acarnania 
to the banks of Achelous, and onward to Messalunghi 
in ^tolia. There I took him into my own service, 
and never had occasion to repent it till the moment 
of my departure. 

When in 1810, after the departure of my friend Mr. H. 
for England, I was seized with a severe fever in the 
Morea, these men saved my life by frightening away 
my Physician, whose throat they threatened to cut if 
I was not cured within a given time, To this con- 
solatory assurance of posthumous retribution, and a 
resolute refusal of Dr. Romanelli's prescriptions, I 
attributed my recovery. I had left my last remaining 
English servant at Athens ; my dragoman was as ill 
as myself, and my poor Arnaouts nursed me with an 
attention which would have done honour -to civili- 
zation. 

■ * 

They had a variety of adventures } for the Moslem, 
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Dervish, being a remarkably handsome man, was 
always squabbling with the husbands of Athens ; inso- 
much that four of the principal Turks paid me a visit 
of remonstrance at the Convent, on the subject of 
his having taken a woman from the bath-— whom he 
had lawfully bought however— a thing quite contrary 
to etiquette. 

Basili also was extremely gallant amongst his own 
persuasion, and had the greatest veneration for the 
church, mixed witb the highest contempt of church- 
men, whom he cuffed upon occasion in a most he- 
terodox manner. Yet he never passed a church without 
crossing himself ; and I remember the risk he ran in 
entering St. Sophia, in Starabol, because it had once 
been a place of his worship. On remonstrating with 
him on his inconsistent proceedings, he invariably an- 
swered, « our church is holy, our priests are thieves ; » 
and then he crossed himself as usual, and boxed the 
ears of the first « papas » who refused to assist in any 
required operation, as was always found to be neces- 
sary where a priest had any influence with the Cogia 
Bashi of his village. Indeed a more abandoned race of 
miscreants cannot exist than the lower orders of the 
Greek clergy. 

When preparations were made for my return, my 
Albanians were summoned to receive their pay. Ba- 
sili took his with an awkward show of regret at my 
intended departure, and marched away to his quarters 
with his bag of piastres. I sent for Dervish, but for 




Digitized by Google 



i 



TO CI1ILDE HAROLD. 1 35 

some time he was not to be found ; at last he entered, 
just as Signor Logotheti, father to the ci-devant Anglo - 
consul of Athens, and some other of my Greek ac- 
quaintances paid me a visit. Dervish took the money, 
but on a sudden dashed it to the ground ; and clasping 
his hands, which he raised to his forehead, rushed 
out of the room weeping bitterly. From that mo- 
ment to the hour gf my embarkation, he continued 
his lamentations, and all our efforts to console him 
only produced this an swgjW « M« <p tint, » « He leaves 
me. » Signor Logotheti, who never wept before for 
any thing less than the loss of a para*, melted 5 the 
padre of the convent, ray attendants, ray visitors- 
and I verily believe that even « Sterne's foolish fat 
scullion, » would have left her « fish-kettle, » to sym- 
pathize with the unaffected and unexpected sorrow 
of this barbarian. - 

For my own part, when I remembered that, a short 
time before my departure from England, a noble and 
most- intimate associate had excused himself from 
taking leave of me because he had to attend a relation 
« to a milliner's, » I felt no less surprised than humiliated 
by the present occurrence and the past recollection. 

That Dervish would leave me with some regret was 
to be expected ; when master and man have been 
scrambling over the mountains of a dozen provinces 
together, they are unwilling to separate j but his present 
feelings, contrasted with his native ferocity, improved 

* Para, about the fourth of a farthing. 
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my opinion of the human heart. I believe this almost 
feudal fidelity is frequent amongst them. One day, on 
our journey over Parnassus, an Englishman in my 
service gave him a push in some dispute about the 
baggage, which he unluckily mistook for a blow ; he* 
spoke not, but sat down leaning his head upon his 
hands. Foreseeing the consequences; we endeavoured 
to explain away the affront, which produced the fol- 
lowing answer « I have been a robber, I am a soldier; 
no captain ever struck me j you are my master, I have 
eaten your bread, but by fkat bread ! ( a usual oath ) 
had it been otherwise, I would have stabbed the dog 
your servant, and gone to the mountains. » So the 
affair ended, but from that day forward he never 
thoroughly forgave the thoughtless fellow who in- 
sulted him. 

Dervish excelled in the dance of his country, con- 
jectured to be a remnant of the ancient Pyrrhic : be 
that as it may, it is manly, and requires wonderful 
agility. It is very distinct from the stupid Romaika, 
the dull round-about of the Greeks, of whicli our 
Athenian party had so many specimens. 

The Albanians in general ( I do not mean the cul- 
tivators of the earth in the provinces, who have also 
that appellation, but the mountaineers) have a fine 
cast of countenance j and the most beautiful women 
I ever beheld, in stature and in features, we saw 
levelling the road broken down by the torrents be- 
tween Dclvinachi and Libochabo. Their manner of 
« .■«•.*< 
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walking is truly theatrical j but this strut is probably 
the effect of the capote, or cloak, depending from 
one shoulder. Their long hair reminds you of the 
Spartans, and their courage in desultory warfare is 
unquestionable. Though they have some cavalry 
amongst the Gcgdes, I never saw a good Arnaout 
horseman: my own preferred the English saddles, 
which, however, they could never keep. But on foot 
they are not to be subdued by fatigue. 

12. 

and passed the barren spot, 
Where sad Penelope o'erlooked the wave. 

Stanza xxxix. lines i and a. 

Ithaca. 

i3. 

Actium, Lepanto, fatal Trafalgar. 

Stanza xl. line 5. 

Actium and Trafalgar need no further mention. The 
battle of Lepanto, equally bloody and considerable, 
but less known, was fought in the gulph of Patras ; 
here the author of Don Quixote lost his left hand. 

.4. 

And hailed the last resort of fruitless love. 

Stanza xli. line 3, 

Leucadia, now Santa Maura. From the promon- 
tory ( the Lover's Leap ) Sappho is said to have thrown 
herself. 
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i5. 

many a Roman chief and Asian king. 

Stanza xlv. line 4- 

It is said, that on the day previous to the battle 
of Actium, Anthony had thirteen kings at his levee. 

1 6. 

Look where the second Caesar's trophies rose! 

Stanza xlv. line 6. 

* X 

Nicopolis, whose ruins are most extensive, is at 
some distance from Actium, where the wall of the 
Hippodrome survives in a few fragments. 

i 7 . . 

Acherusia's lake. 

4 - * « 

Stanza xlvii. line 1. 
According to Pouqueville the Lake of Yaninaj but 
Pouqueville is always out. 

18. 

To greet Albania's chief. 

. Stanza xlvii. line 4. 

The celebrated Ali Pacha. Of this extraordinary 
man there is an incorrect account in Pouqueville's 
Travels. 

19. 

Yet here and there some daring mountain hand 
Disdain his power, and from their rocky hold 
Hurl their defiance far, nor yield, unless to gold. 

Stanza xlvii. line 7. 

Five thousand Suliotes, among the rocks and in the 
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castle of Sub", withstood 3o,ooo Albanians for eighteen 
years: the castle at last was taken by bribery. In 
this contest there were several acts performed not 
unworthy of the better days of Greece. 

20. 

Monastic Zitza ! etc. 

Stanza xlyiii. line 1. 

The convent and village of Zitza are four hours 
journey from Joannina, or Yanina, the capital of the 
Pachalick. In the valley the river Kalamas ( once the 
Acherou) flows, and not far from Zitza forms a fine 
cataract. The situation is perhaps the finest in Greece, 
though the approach to Delvinachi and parts of 
Acarnania and iEtolia may contest the palm. Delphi, 
Parnassus, and, in Attica, even Cape Colonna and 
Port Raphti, are very inferior j as also every scene 
in Ionia, or the Troad : I am almost inclined to add 
the approach to Constantinople; but from the different 
features of the last, a comparison can hardly be made. 

at. 

Here dwells the caloyer. k 

Stanza xlix. line 6. 

The Greek monks are so called. • 

22. 

JYature's volcanic amphitheatre, 

Stanza li. line a. 

The Chimariot mountains appear to have been vol* 
canic. 
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23. 

" behold black Acheron ! 

Stanza li. line 6. 

Now called Kalaraas. 

24. 

in his white capote— 

Stanza Hi. line 7. 

Albanese cloke. 

25. 

Tlie Sun had sunk behind vast Tomerit. 

Stanza lv. line 1. 

Anciently Mount Tomarus. 

26. 

And Laos wide and fierce came roaring by. 

Stanza lv. line a. 
The river Laos was full at the time the author 
passed it j and, immediately above Tepaleen, was to 
the eye as wide as the Thames at Westminster; at 
least in the opinion of the author and his fellow- 
traveller, Mr. Hobhouse. In the summer it must be 
much narrower. It certainly is the finest river in 
the Levant ; neither Acheloiis, Alpheus, Acheron, 
Scamander nor Cayster, approached it in breadth or 
beauty. 

27. 

And fellow countrymen have stood alonf. 

Stanza lxvi. line 8. 
Alluding to the wreckers of Cornwall. 
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— the red wine 



* Stanza Ixxi. line 1. 
The Albanian Mussulmans do not abstain from wine, 
and indeed very lew of the others. 

29. 

Each Palihar his sabre from him cast. 

Stanza lxxi. line 7. 

Palikar, shortened when addressed to a single person 
from UuXiKupiy a general name for a soldier amongst 
the Greeks and Albanese who speak Romaic— it means 
properly « a lad. » . 

3o. 

While thus in concert, etc. 

Stanza Ixxii. line last. 

As a specimen of the Albanian or Arnaout dialect 
of the lllyric, I here insert two of their most popular 
choral songs, which are generally chanted in dancing 
by men or women indiscriminately. The first words 
are merely a kind of chorus without meaning, like 
some in our own and all other languages. 

I> I. 

Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Lo, Lo, I come, I come, be 
Naciarura, popuso. thou silent. 

2. a. 
Naciarura na civin I come, I run ; open the 

Ha pe nderini ti bin. door that I may enter. 
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3. 



Hape uderi escrotini 
Ti vin ti mar serve tiai. 

Caliriote me surme 
Ea ha pe pse dua tive. 

5. 

Buo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, 
Gi egem spirta esimiro. 

6. 

Caliriole vu le funde 
Ede vele tunde tunde. 



Caliriote me surme 
Ti mi put e pol mi le. 
8. 

Se ti puta citi mora 
Si mi ri ni veti udo gia. 



3. 



Va le ni il che cadale 
Ceio more, more celo. 



Open the door by halves, 
thatlmay takemy turban. 
"4. 

Calirio\es* with the dark 
eyes, open the gate that 
I may enter. 

5. 

Lo, Lo, I hear thee, my 
soul. 

6. 

* * 

An Arnaout girl, iu costly 
garb, walks with grace- 
ful pride. , 

7- 

Caliriot maid of the dark 
eyes, give me a kiss. 

8. . 

If I have kissed thee, what 
hast thou gained? My 
soul is consumed with 
fire. 

9- 

Dance lightly,more gently, 
and gently still. 



* The Albanese, particularly the women, are frequently 
termed « Caliriotes ; » for what reason I inquired in vain. 
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10. 



10. 



Plu hari ti tirete 

Plu huron cia pra seti. 



Make not so much dust to 
destroy your embroider- 
ed hose. 



The last stanza would puzzle a commentator: the 
men have certainly buskins of the most beautiful tex- 
ture, but the ladies (to whom the above is supposed 
to be addressed ) have nothing under their little yellow 
boots and slippers but a well-turned and sometimes 
very white ancle. The Arnaout girls are much hand- 
somer than the Greeks, and their dress is far more 
picturesque. They preserve their shape much longer 
also, from being always in the open air. It is to be 
observed, that the Arnaout is not a written language ; 
the words of this song, therefore, as well as the one 
which follows, are spelt according to their pronun- 
ciation. They are copied by one who speaks and 
understands the dialect perfectly, and who is a native 
of Athens. 



1. 



IVdi sefda tinde ulavossa 
Vettimi upri vi lofsa. 



Ah vaisisso mi privi lofse 
Si mi rini mi la vosse. 



1. 

I am wounded by thy love, 
and have loved but to 

scorch myself. 

• * 

2. 

Thou hast consumed me 
Ah, maid ! thou hast 
struck me to the heart. 



Digitized by Google 



'44 



NOTES 



3. 



3. 



U ti tasa roba stua 
eve tulati dua. 

4- 



Roba stinori 
Qu mi sini vetti dua. 

5. 

Qurmini dua civileni. 
Roba ti siarmi tildi enk 

6. 



I have said I wish no dow- 
ry, but thine eyes and 
> eye-lashes. 

4- 

The accursed dowry I want 
not, but thee only. 

5. 

Give me thy charms, and 
let the portion feed the 
flames. 

6. 



Utara pisa vaisisso me simi I have loved thee, maid, 

rin ti hapti with a sincere soul, but 

Eti mi bire a piste si gui thou hast left me like a 

dendroi tiltati. withered tree. 

7- 7- 
Udi vttra udoriui udiri ci- If I have placed my hand 

cova cilti mora on thy bosom, what 

Udorini talti hollna u ede have I gained ? my hand 
caimoni mora. is withdrawn, but re- 

tains the flame. 

I believe the two last stanzas, as they are in a 
different measure, ought to belong to another ballad. 
An idea something similar to the thought in the last 
lines was expressed by Socrates, whose arm having 
come in contact with one of his « .uVo*flA?r/«/, » Crito- 
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bulus or Cleobulus, the philosopher complained of a 
shooting -pain as far as his shoulder for some days 
after, and therefore very properly resolved to teach 
his disciples in future without touching them. 

, • i 3r. , 

• . - 

Tambourgi I Tambourgi I Hty 'larum afar, etc 

Song, Stanza i. line i. 

These stanzas are partly taken from different Albincse 
songs, as far as I was able to make them out by the 
erposilion of the Albinese in Romaic and Italian. 

*\ " 32. • * 

< ■ 

Remember the moment when Previsa Je?l t 

Son£, Stanza 8. line f. 

It was taken by storm from the French. 

33. - n 

Fait Greece I sad relic of departed worth, etc. 

Stanza ixxiii. line t. 

Some thoughts on this subject will be found in the 
subjoined papers. 

34. 

Spirit of freedom I when on Phyles brow 
Ihou sal st witli lluasj bulus and his train, 

Stanza lxxiv. lines 1 and 2. . . 

Phyle, which commands a beautiful view of Athens, 
has still considerable remains: it was seized by Thra- 
sybulus previous to the expulsion of the Thirty. 

\ UL. I . n 
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35. 

Receive the fiery Frank, her former guest ; 

Stanza lxxvii. line {. 

When taken by tbe Latins, and retained for several 
years. — See Gibbon. 

36. 

77/e prophet's tomb of all its pious spoil. 

, Stanza lxxvii. line 6. 

Mecca and Medina were taken some time ago by 
the Wahabces, a sect yearly increasing. 

3 7 . 

lliy vales of ever-green, thy hills of snow — 

Stanza lxxxv. line 3. 

On many of tbe mountains, particularly Liakura, tbe 
snow never is entirely melted, notwithstanding the in- 
tense heat of tbe Summer ; but I never sav^ it lie on 
tbe plains even in Winter. 

38. 

Save where some solitary column mourns 
Above its prostrate brethren of the cave. 

Stanza lxxxvi. lines I and 2. 

Of Mount Pentelicus, from whence the marble was 
dug that constructed the public edifices of Athens. 
The modern name is Mount Mendeli. An immense 
aavc formed by the quarries still remains, and will 
^"11 the end of time. 



j 
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When Marathon became a maqic wor 

.".*•• Stanza lxxxix. line 7. 

« Siste Viator— heroa calcas! » was the epitaph on 
the famous Count Merci :— what then must be our 
feelings when standing oil the tumulus of the two 
hundred (Greeks) who fell on Marathon? The prin- 
cipal barrow has recently been opened by Fauvel % 
few or no relics, as vases, etc. were found by the 
excavator. The plain of Marathon was offered to me 
for sale at the sum of sixteen thousand piastres, about 
nine hundred pounds I Alas Expcnde — quot libras 
in duee sumrao- invenies ! »— was the dust of Miitiades 
worth no more? it could scarcely have fetched less if 
sold by weight. 

PAPERS REFERRED TO BY NOTE 33. . 



Before I say any thing about a city of which every 
body, traveller or not, has thought it necessary to say 
something, I will request Miss Owenson, when she 
next borrows an Athenian heroine for her four vo- 
lumes, to have the goodness to marry her to somebody 
more of a gentleman than a « Disbar Aga, » ( who by 
the by is not an Aga) the most impolite of petty offi- 
cers, the greatest patron of larceny Athens ever saw, 
(except Lord E. ) and the unworthy occupant of the 
Acropolis, on a handsome annual stipend of 1 5o piastre? 
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(eight pounds sterling) out of which he has only to 
pay his garrison, the most ill-regulated corps in the 
ill-rcgulatcd Ottoman Empire. I speak it tenderly, 
seeing I was once the cause of the husband of « Ida 
of Athens » nearly suffering the bastinado ; and because < 
the said «Disdar» is a turbulent husband, and beats 
his wife, so that I exhort and beseech Miss Owenson 
to sue for a separate maintenance in behalf of « Ida. » 
Having premised thus much, on a matter of such 
import to the readers of romances, I may now leave 
Ida, to mention her birthplace. 

Scttiog aside the magic of the name, and all those 
associations which it vvould be pedantic and super- 
fluous to recapitulate, the Very situation of Athens 
would render it the favourite of all who have eyes 
for art or nature. Thft climate, to me at least, ap- 
peared a perpetual spring; during eight months! never 
passed a day without being as many hours on horse- 
back : rain is extremely rare, snow never lies in the 
plains, and a cloudy day is an agreeable rarity. Iu 
Spain, Portugal, and every part of the east which I 
visited, except Ionia and Attica, I perceived no such 
superiority of climate to our own; and at Constan- 
tinople, where, I passed May, June, and part of July, 
( i8io) yoa '.might « damn the climate, and complain 
of spleen, » five days out of seven. 

The air /of the Morea is heavy and unwholesome, 
but the moment you pass the isthmus in the direction 
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of Megara the change is strikingly perceptible. But 
I fear HesiodSvill still be found correct in his descrip- 
tion of a Boeotian winter. 

We found at Livadia an « Esprit fort » in a Greek 
bishop, of all free-thinkers! This worthy hypocrite 
rallied his own religion with great intrepidity ( but not 
before his flock ) and talked of a mass as a «Coglio- 
neria. » It was impossible to think better of him for 
this; but, for a Boeotian, he was brisk with all hi* 
absurdity. This phenomenon, ( with the exception 
indeed of Thebes, the remains of Chreronea, the plain 
of Platca, Orchomenus, Livadia, and its nominal cave 
of Trophonius ), was the only remarkable thing we 
saw before we passed Mount Cithaeron. 

r 

S ' 

The fountain of Dirce turns a mill : at least, my 
companion ( who resolving to be at once cleanly and 
classical bathed in it ) pronounced it to be the foun- 
tain of Dirce, and any body who thinks it worth 
while may contradict him. At Castri we drank of 
half a dozen streamlets, some not of the purest, before 
we decided to our satisfaction which was the true 
Castalian, and even that had a villanous twang, pro- 
bably from the snow, though it did not throw us 
into an epic fever, like poor Dr. Chandler i 

• From ForlPhyle, of which large remains still exist, 
the Plain of Athens, Pentelicus, Hymettus, the iEgean, 
and the Acropolis, burst upon the eye at once; in my 
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■with « the Jews of Salon ica, and the Turks of the Nc- 
gropont. j» ' 

Among the various foreigners resident in Athens, 
French, Italians, Germans, Ragusans, etc. there was 
never a difference of opinion in their estimate of the 
Greek character, though on all other topics they dis- 
puted with great acrimony. 

Mr. Fauvel, the French consul, who has passed 
thirty years principally at Athens, and to whose talents 
as an artist and manners as a gentleman none who 
have known him can refuse their testimony, has fre- 
quently declared in my hearing* that the Greeks do 
not deserve to be emancipated j reasoning on ih% 
grounds of their « national and individual depravity, » 
while he forgot that sucfy depravity is to be attri- 
buted to causes which can only be removed by the 
measure he reprobates. 

Mr. Roque, a French merchant of respectability, 
long settled in Athens, asserted with the most amusing 
gravity $ « Sir, they are the same Canaille that existed 
in the days of Themistocles / » an alarming remark to 
the « Laudator temporis acti. » The ancients banished 
Themistocles ; the moderns cheat Monsieur Roque : 

thus great men have ever been treated ! 

* > » •■ 

In short, all the Franks who are fixtures, and most 
of the Englishmen, Germans, Danes, etc. of passage, 
came over by degrees to their opinion, on much the 
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same grounds that a Turk in England would condemn 
the nation by wholesale, because he was wronged by 
his lacquey, and overcharged by his washerwoman. 

Certainly it was not a little staggering when the 
Sicurs Fauvel and Lusieri, the two greatest demagogues 
of the day, who divide between them the power of 
Pericles and the popularity of Cleon, and puzzle the 
poor Waywodc with perpetual differences, agreed in 
the utter condemnation, « nulla virtute rcdemptura, » 
of the Greeks in general and of the Athenians in 
particular. 

For my own humble opinion, I am loath to hazard 
k, knowing, as I do, that there be now in MS. no less 
than five tours of the first magnitude and of the most 
threatening aspect, all in typographical array, by per-* 
sons' of wit, and honour, and regular common place 
books : but, if I may say this without offence, it seems 
to me rather hard to declare so positively and perti- 
naciously, as almost every body has declared, that 
the Greeks, because they are very bad, will never be 
better. 

* Eton and Sonnini have led us astray by their pane- 
gyrics and projects j but, on the other hand, De Pauw 
and Thornton have debased the Greeks beyond their 
demerits. 

The v Greeks will never be independent 5 they will 
never be sovereigns as heretofore, and God forbid 
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they ever should ! but they may be subjects without 
being slaves. Our colonies are not independent, but 
they are free and industrious, and such may Greece 
be hereafter* ; 

At present, like the Catholics of Ireland and the 
Jews throughout the world, and such other cudgelled 
and heterodox people, they suffer all the moral and 
physical ills that cau afflict humanity. Their life is 
a , struggle, against truth j they are vicious in their 
own defence. They are so unused to kindness, that 
when they occasionally meet with it they look upon 
it with suspicion, as a dog often beatcu snaps at 
your fingers if you attempt to caress him. « They 
are ungrateful, notoriously, abominably ungrateful ! a 
—this is the general cry. Now, in the name of Ne- 
mesis ! for what are they to be grateful? Where is 
the human being that ever conferred a benefit on 
Greek or Greeks? They are to be grateful to the 
Turks for their fetters, and to the Franks for their 
broken promises and lying counsels. They are to be 
grateful to the artist who engraves their ruins, and 
to the antiquary who carries them away : to the 
traveller whose janissary flogs them, and to the scrib- 
bler whose journal abuses them! This is the amount 
of their obligations to foreigners. 



7> 
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Franciscan Convent, Athens, January a3, i8u 



Amongst the remnants of the barbarous policy of 
the earlier ages, are the traces of bondage which yet 
exist in different countries} whose inhabitants, how- 
ever divided in religion and manners, almost all agree 
in oppression.' 



The English have at last compassionated their Negroes, 
and under a less bigoted government, may probably one 
day release their Catholic brethren: but the interposi- 
tion of foreigners alone can emancipate the Greeks, 
who, otherwise, appear to have as small a chance of 
redemption from the Turks, as the Jews have from 
mankind in general. 

* * . * • * 

Of the ancient Greeks we know more than enough; 

at least the younger men of Europe devote much of 
their time to the study of the Greek writers and history, 
which would be more usefully spent in mastering their 
own. Of the moderns, we are perhaps more neglectful 
than they deserve $ and while every man of any preten- 
sions to learning is tiring out his youth, and often his 
age, in the study of the language and of the harangues 
of the Athenian demagogues in favour of freedom, the 
real or supposed descendants of these sturdy republicans 
are left to the actual tyranny of their masters, although 
a very slight effort is required to strike off their chains* 
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To talk, as the Greeks themselves do, of their rising 
again to their pristine superiority, would be ridiculous j 
as the rest of the world must resume its barbarism, 
after re-asserting the sovereignty of Greece : but there 
seems to be no very great obstacle, except in the apathy 
of the Franks, to their becoming an useful dependency, 
or even a free state with a proper guarantee j — under 
correction, however, be it spoken, for many, aud well- 
informed men doubt the practicability even of this. 

The Greeks have never lost their hope, though they 
are now more divided in opinion on the subject of their 
probable deliverers. Religion recommends the Rus- 
sians- but they have twice been deceived aud abandoned 
by that power, and the dreadful lesson they received after 
the Muscovite desertion in the Morea has never been 
forgotten. The French they dislike; although the sub- 
jugation of the rest of Europe will,probabIy,bc attended 
by the deliverance of continental Greece. The island- 
ers look to the English for succour, as they have very 
lately possessed themselves of the Ionian republic, Corfu 
excepted. But whoever appear with arms in their 
hands will be welcome j and when that day arrives, 
heaven have mercy on the Ottomans, they cannot expect 
it from the Giaours. 

But instead of considering what they have been, and 
speculating on what they may be, let us look at them 
as they are. 
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And here it is impossible to reconcile the contrariety, 
of opinions: some, particularly the merchants, decrying 
the Greeks in the strongest language ; others, generally 
travellers, turning periods in their eulogy, and publish- 
ing very curious speculations grafted on their former 
State, which can have 110 more effect on their present 
lot, than the existence of the Incas on the future for- 
tunes' of Peru. 

One very ingenious person terms them the « natural 
allies » of Englishmen ; another, no less ingenious, will 
not allow them to be the allies of any body, and denies 
their very descent from the ancients j a third, more inge- 
nious than cither, builds a Greek empire on a Russian 
foundation, and realizes (on paper) all the chimeras of 
Catherine II. As to the question of their descent, what 
can it import whether the Mainnotes are the lineal La- 
conians or not ? or the present Athenians as indigenous 
as the bees of Hy melius, or as the grasshoppers, to 
which they once likened themselves ? What Englishman 
cares if he be of a Danish, Saxon, Norman, or Trojan 
blood ? or who, except a Welchman, is afflicted with a 
desire of being descended from Caractacus ? 

The poor Greeks do not so much abound in the good 
things of this world, as to render even their claims to 
antiquity an object of envy j it is very cruel, then, in Mr. 
Thornton, to disturb them in tire possession of ail that 
time has left them j viz. their pedigree, of which they are 
the more tenacious, as it is all they can call their own. 
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It would be worth while to publish together, and com- 
pare, the works of Messrs. Thoruton andDcPauw, 
Eton and Sonnint 5 paradox on one side, and prejudice 
on the other. Mr. Thornton conceives himself to have 
claims to public confidence from a fourteen years re- 
sidence at Pera 5 perhaps he may on the subject of the 
Turks, but this can give him no more insight into the 
real state of Greece *nd her inhabitants, than as many 
years spent in Wapping into that of the Western High- 
lands. 

The Greeks of Constantinople live in Fanal ; and if 
Mr.Thornton did not oftcner cross theGoldenHorn than 
his brother merchants are accustomed to do, I should 
place no great reliance on his information. I actually 
heard one of these gentlemen boast of their little ge- 
neral intercourse with the city, and assert of himself 
with an air of triumph, that he had been but four times 
at Constantinople in as many years. 

As to Mr. Thornton's voyages in the Black Sea with 
Greek vessels, they gave him the same idea of Greece as 
a cruise to Berwick in a Scotch smack would of Johnny 
Grot's house. Upon what grounds then docs he arro- 
gate the right of condemning by wholesale a body of 
men, of whom he can know little? It is rather a cu- 
rious circumstance that Mr. Thornton, who so lavishly 
dispraises Pouqueville on every occasion of mentioning 
the Turks, has yet recourse to him as authority on the 
Greeks, and terms him an impartial observer Now 
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Dr. Pouqueville is as little entitled to that appellation, 
as Mr. Thornton to confer it on him. 

• - • * t * v . " . . 

The fact is, we are deplorably in want of information 
on the subject of the Greeks, and in particular their 
literature, nor is there any probability of our being bet- 
ter acquainted, till our intercourse becomes more inti- 
mate or their independence confirmed ; the relations 
of passing travellers are as little to be depended on as 
theinvectives of angry factors j but till something more 
can be attained, we must be content with the little to 
be acquired from similar sources*. 

. / - 

* A word, en passant, with Mr. Thornton and Dr. Pou- 
queville j who have been guilty between them of sadly clipping 
the Sultan's Turkish. 

Dr. Pouqueville tells a long story of a Moslem who swal- 
lowed corrosive sublimate in such quantities that he acquired 
the name of « Suleyman Yeyen, » i. e." quoth the Doctor, 
« Suleyman. ihe eater of corrosive sublimate. » « Aha, » 
thinks Mr. Thornton (angry with the Doctor for the fiftieth 
time) « have I caught you? » — Then, in a note twice the thick- 
ness of the Doctor's anecdote, he questions the Doctor's pro- 
ficiency in the Turkish tongue, and his veracity in his own. 
— « For, » observes Mr. .Thornton (after inflicting on us the 
tough participle of a Turkish verb) « it means nothing more 
« than Suleyman the eater, » and quite cashiers the supple- 
mentary sublimate.)) Now both are right, and both are' wrong. 
If Mr. Thornton when he next resides « fourteen years in the 
factory,)) will consult his Turkish dictionary, or ask any of 
his Stamboline acquaintance, he will discover lh*t «Sulej ma*n 
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However defective these may be, tlicy arc preferable 
to the paradoxes of men who have read superficially of 
the ancients, and seen nothing of the moderns, such as 
Dc Pauw; who, when he asserts that the British breed 
of horses is ruined by Newmarket, and that the Spartans 
were cowards in the field, betrays an equal knowledge 
of English horses aud Spartan men. His « philosophica 
observations » have a much helter claim to the title of 
<r poetical. » It could not be expected that be who so 
liberally condemns some of the most celebrated institu- 
tions of the ancient, should have mercy on the modern 
Greeks; and it fortunately happens, that the absurdity 
of his hypothesis on their forefathers, refutes his sen- 
tence on themselves. 

Let us trust, then, that in spite of the prophecies of 
DePauw, and the doubts of Mr.Thornton, there is a rea- 

% • • • 

jreyen, » put together discreetly, mean the « Swallower of 
sublimate, « without any «Suleyman» in the case; «Suleyma» 
signifying « corrosive sublimate ,» and not being a proper name 
on this occasion, although it be an orthodox name enough 
with the addition of n. After Mr. Thornton's frequent hints 
of profound Orientalism, he might Lave found this out before 
he sang such paeans over Dr. Pouqucville. 

After this, I think » Travellers versus Factors » shall be onr 
motto, though the above Mr. Thornton has condemned « hoc 
genus onmc, » for mistake and misrepresentation, a Ne Sutor 
ultra crepidaru, u « fto merchant beyond his bales. » N. B. For 

the benefit of Mr. Thornton, « Sutor » is not a proper name. 

« • 
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sonable hope of the redemption of a race of men, who, 
whatever may be the errors of their religion and policy, 
have been amply punished by three centuries and a half 
of captivity. 

» 

. m. 

». . * * * 
• - »•.* 

Athens, Franciscan Convent, March 17, i8rr. 

1 - • 

« I must have some talk with this learned Theban. » 

* * • ** 

Some time after my return from Constantinople to 
this city I received the thirty-first number of the Edin- 
burgh Review as a great favour, and certainly at this 
distance an acceptable one, from the captain of an Eng- 
lish frigate off Salamis. In that number, Art. 3. con- 
taining the review of a French translation of Strabo, 
there are introduced some remarks on the modern 
Greeks and their literature, with a short account of 
Coray, a co-translator in the French version. On those 
remarks I mean to ground a few observations, and the 
spot where I now write will I hope be sufficient excuse 
for introducing them in a work in some degree connect- 
ed with the subject. Coray, the most celebrated of 
liviug Greeks, at least among the Franks, was born at 
Scio (in the Review Smyrna is stated, I have reason to 
think, incorrectly), and, besides the translation of Becca- 
ria and other works mentioned by the reviewer, has 
published a lexicon in Romaic and French, if I may 
trust the assurance of some Danish travellers lately 
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arrived from Paris ; but the Litest vvc have seen hert 
in French and Greek is that of Gregory Zolikogloou*. 
Corny has recently been involved in an unpleasant contro- 
versy with M. Gail f, a Parisian commentator and editor 
of some translations from the Greek poets, in conse- 
quence of the Institute having awarded him the prize 
for his version of Hippocrates « 7regi vJccra>v 9 » etc. to 
the disparagement, and consequently displeasure, of 
the said Gail. To his exertions literary and patriotic 
great praise is undoubtedly due, but a part of that 
praise ougbt not to be withheld from the two brothers 
Zosimado (merchants settled in Leghorn) who sent him 
to Paris, and maintained him, for the express purpose 
of elucidating the ancient, and adding to the modern, 
researches of his countrymen. Coray, however, is not 
considered by his countrymen equal to some who lived 
in the two last centuries j more particularly Dorotheus 

* I have in my possession an excellent Lexicon uTpiyXvcmr* 
which I received in exchange from S. G — , Esq. for a small 
gem : my antiquarian friends have never forgotten it, or for- 
given me. 

•j- In Gail's pamphlet against Coray he talks of « throwing 
the insolent Helleniste out of the windows. » On this a French 
critic exclaims, «Ah, my* God! throw an Helleniste out of the 
window! what sacrilege! » It certainly would be a serious 
business for iho!>e authors who dwell in the attics : but I have 
quoted the passage merely to prove the similarity of style 
among the controversialists of all polished countries ; London 
or Edinburgh could hardly parallel this Parisian ebullition. 
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oi'Mityleue, whose Hellenic writings are so much esteem- 
ed by the Greeks that Miletius terms him, « Mircc to* 
OxkuJi^v Kct\ ZtyoQayru ei^ta^of ILXXqivoiv » ( P. 224. 
Ecclesiastical History, vol. iv. ) 

Panagiotes Kodrikas, the translator of Fontenelle, 
andKamarases, who translated Ocellus Lucanus on the 
Universe into French, Christodoulus, and more parti- 
cularly Psalida, whom 1 have conversed with in Joan- 
mna, are also in high repute among their literati. The 
last-mentioned has published in Romaic and Latin a 
work on « True Happiness, » dedicated to Catherine II. 
But Polyzois, who is stated by the reviewer to be the 
only modem except Coray who has distinguished him- 
self by a knowledge of Hellenic, if he be the Polyzois 
LamjKinitziotes of Yanina, who has published a number 
of editions in Romaic, was neither more nor less than 
an itinerant vender of books ; with the contents of which 
he had no concern beyond his name on the title page, 
placed there to secure his property in the publication, 
and he was, moreover, a man utterly destitute of scho- 
lastic acquirements. As the name, however, is not 
uncommon, some other Polyzois may have edited the 
Epistles of Aristacnetus. 

- It is to be regretted that the* system of continental 
blockade has closed the few channels through which 
the Greeks received their publications, particularly 
Venice and Trieste. Even the common grammars for 
children are become too dear for the lower orders. 
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Amongst their original works the Geography of Mele- 
tius, Archbishop of Athens, and a multitude of theolo- 
gical quartos and poetical pamphlets are to be met with : 
their grammars and lexicons of two, three, and four 
languages arc numerous and excellent. Their poetry 
is in rhyme. The most singular piece I have lately 
seen is a satire in dialogue between a Russian, English, 
and French traveller, and the Waywode of VVallachia 
(or Blackbey, as thev term him), an archbishop, a mer- 
chant, and Gogia Bachi ( or primate), in succession • to 
all of whom under the Turks the writer attributes 
their present degeneracy. Their songs are sometimes 
pretty and pathetic, but their tunes generally un- 
pleasing to the»ear of a Frank : the best is the famous 
« AvPa Trails t£v 'EAA^'v^v, » by the unfortunate Riga. 
But from a catalogue of more than sixty authors now 
before me, only fifteen can be found who have touch- 
ed on any theme except theology. 

I am entrusted with a commission by a Greek of 
Athens named lMarmarotouri to make arrangements, if 
possible, for printing in London a translation of Bar- 
thelemi's Anarcharsis in Romaic, as he has no other 
opportunity, unless he dispatches the MS. to Vienna 
by the Black Sea and Danube. . 

The reviewer mentions a school established at He- 
catonesi, and suppressed at the instigation of Se- 
bastiani : he'means Cidonies, or, in Turkish, Haivali; a 
town on the continent where that institution for a 
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hundred students and three professors still exists. It 
is true thai this establishment was disturbed by the 
Porte, under the ridiculbus pretext that the Greeks 
were constructing a forlress instead of a college; but 
on investigation, and the payment of some purses to 
the Divan, it has been permitted %o continue. . The 
principal professor, named Veniamin, (i. e. Benjamin), 
is stated to be a man of talent, but a free-thinker. He 
was born in Lesbos, studied in Italy, and is master of 
Hellenic, Latiu, and some Frank languages ; besides a 
smattering of the sciences. 

Though it is not my intention to enter farther on 
this topic than may allude to the article in question, 
I cannot but observe that the reviewer s lamentation 
over the fall of the Greeks appears singular, when he 
closes it with these words: « the change is to be altri- 
huted to their misfortunes rather than to any physical 
degradation. » It may be true that the Greeks are not 
pljysically degenerated, and that Constantinople con- 
tained on the day when it changed masters as many 
!men of six feet and upwards as in the hour of prosper- 
ity; but ancient history and modern politics instruct 
us that something more than physical perfection is ne- 
cessary to preserve a state in vigour and independence j 
and the Greeks, in particular, area melancholy example 
of the near connection between moral degradation 
and national decay. 

The reviewer mentions a plan « we believe » by Po- 
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s I 

tomkia for the purification of the Romaic, and I have 

* 

endeavoured in vain to procure any tidings 6r traces 
of its existence. There was an academy in St. Peters- 
burg for the Greeks j but it was suppressed hy Paul, 
and has not been revived by his successor. , 

There is a slip of the pen, and it can only be a slip 
of the pen, in p. 58. No. 5i. of the Edinburgh Review, 
where these words occur :— « We are told that when 
the capital of the East yielded to Solymann— It may 
be presumed that thirst word will, in a future edi- 
tion, be altered to Mahomet II * The « ladies of Cor.- 
stantinople, » it seems, at that period spoke a dialect, 
./ which would not have disgraced the lips of an Athe- 
nian » I do not know how that might be, but am 
sorry to say the ladies in general, and the Athenians 
in particular, are much altered j being far from choice 
cither in their dialect or expressions, as the whole Attic 

race are barbarous to a proverb : 

> * 

* In a former number of the Edinburgh Review, 1808, it is 

- - 

observed j « Lord Byron passed some of his early years in 
Scotland, where he might have learned that pibroch docs n(,l 
mean a bagpipe^ any more than duet means a JiiUlle.-» Query, 
—Was it in Scotland that die young gentlemen of the Edin- 
burgh Review learned that Solyman means Mahomet II. 
anymore than criticism means infallibility ? — hut thus it is, 

« Gedimus inquc vicem pracbemus crura sagitps. » 

The mistake seemed so completely a lapse of die pen (from 
the great similarity of the two words, and the total absence 
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« 12 A^ijr* *-{or*j '•" ' * 

Id Gibbon, vol. x. p. 161 . is the following sentence : 
— « The vulgar dialect of the city was gross and bar- 
barous, though the compositions of the church and 
palace sometimes affected to copy the purity of the 
Attic models. » Whatever may be asserted on the 
subject, it is difficult to conceive that the « ladies of 
Constantinople, » in the reign of the last Caesar, spoke 
a'purer dialect than Anna Comncna wrote three cen- 
turies before: and those royal pages are not esteemed 
the best models of composition, although the princess 
y\vrl*f AKPIB&E At? tKttpmti . In the Fanal, and 
in Yanina, the best Greek is spoken : in the latter there 
is a flourishing school under Indirection of Psalida. 

' - ' " * ■ 

There is now in Athens a pupil of Psalida's, who 

is making a tour of observation through Greece : he 

is intelligent, and belter educated than a fellow-com- 

• «* 

of error from the former pages of the literary leviathan) that I 
should have passed it over as in the text, had I not perceived 
in the Edinburgh Review much facetious exultation on all 
such detections, particularly a recent one, where words and 
syllables arc subjects of disquisition and transposition; and the 
abovemenlioned parallel passage in my own case irresistibly 
propelled me to hint how much easier it is to be critical than 
correct. The gentlemen, having enjoyed many a Uiumph on 
such victories, will hardly begrudge me a slight ovation for 
the present. ... 
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moncr of most colleges, I mention this as a proof 
that the spirit of enquiry is not dormant amongst the 
Greeks. 

The Reviewer mentions Mr. Wright, the author of 
the beautiful poem « Horae Ionicae, » as qualified to 
give details of these uorainai Romans and degenerate 
Greeks, and also of their language; but Mr. Wright, 
though a good poet and an able man, has made a 
mistake where he states the Albanian dialect of the 
Romaic to approximate nearest to the Hellenic : for 
the Albanians speak a Romaic as notoriously corrupt 
as the Scotch of Aberdeenshire, or the Italian of Naples. 
Yanina, (where, next to theFanal, the Greek is purest) 
although the capital of Ali Pacha's dominions, is not in 
Albania but Epirus : and beyond Delvinachi in Albania 
Proper up to Argyrocastro and Tepaleen (beyond which 
I did not advance) they speak worse Greek than even 
the Athenians. I was attended for a year and a half 
by two of these singular mountaineers, whose mother 
tongue is Illyric, and I never heard them or their coun- 
trymen (whom I have seen, not only at home, but to 
the amount of twenty thousand in the army of Vely 
Pacha) praised for their Greek, but often laughed at 
for their provincial barbarisms. 

I have in ray possession about twenty-five Jetters, 
amongst which sorae ff om the Bey of Corinth, written 
to me by Notaras, the Cogia Bachi and others by the 
dragoman of the Caimacam of the Morea (which last 
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governs in Vely Pacha's absence) are said to be favour- 
able specimens of their epistolary style. I also received 
some at Constantinople from private persons, written 
in a most hyperbolical style, but iu the true antique 
character. 1 

The Reviewer proceeds, after some remarks on the 
tongue in its past and present state, to a paradox 
(page 59) on the great mischief the knowledge of his 
own language has done to Coray, who, it seems, is 
less likely to understand the ancient Greek, because he 
is perfect master of the modern ! This observation fol- 
lows a paragraph, recommending, in explicit terms, the 
study of the Romaic, as « a powerful auxiliary, » not 
only to the traveller and foreign merchant, but also 
to the classical scholar j in short, to every body except 
the only person who can be thoroughly acquainted 
with its uses : and by a parity of reasoning, our old 
language is conjectured to be probably more attainable 
by« foreigners)) than by ourselves I Now I am inclined 
to think, that a Dutch Tyro in our tongue (.albeit himself 
of Saxon blood) would be sadly perplexed with w Sir 
Tristrem, » or any other given « Auchinlech MS. » with 
or without a grammar or glossary j and to most appre- 
heusions it seems evident, that none but a native can 
acquire, a competent, far less complete, knowledge of 
our obsolete idioms. We may give the critic credit for 
his ingenuity, but no more believe him than we do 
Smollet's Lismahago, who maintains that the purest 
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English is spoken in Edinburgh. That Coray may err is 
* very possible $ but if he does, the fault is in the man 
rather than in his mother tongue, which is, as it ought 
to be, of the greatest aid to the native student. — Here 
the Reviewer proceeds to business on Strabo's trans- 
lators, and here I close my remarks. 

Sir W. Drummond, Mr. Hamilton, Lord Aberdeen, 
Dr. Clarke, Captain Leake, Mr. Gell, Mr. Walpole, and 
many others now in England, have all the requisites 
to furnish details of this fallen people. The few ob- 
servations I have offered I should have left where I made 
them, had not the article in question, and above all the 
spot where I read it, induced me to advert to those 
pages which the advantage of my present situation 
enabled me to clear, or at least to make the attempt. 

I have endeavoured to wave the personal feelings* 
which rise in despite of me in touching upon any 
part of the Edinburgh Review ; not from a wish 
to conciliate the favour of its writers, or to cancel 
the remembrance of a syllable I have formerly published, 
but simply from a sense of the impropriety of mixing 
up private resentments with a disquisition of the 
present kind, and more particularly at this distance 
of time and place. 
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■ 

ADDITIONAL NOTE, ON THE TURKS. 

The difficulties of travelling in Turkey have been 
much exaggerated, or rather have considerably dimi- 
nished of late years. The Mussulmans have been beaten 
into a kind of sullen civility, very comfortable to 
voyagers. * ' ' 

It is hazardous to say much on the subject of Turks 
and Turkey; since it is possible to live amongst them 
twenty years without acquiring information, at least 
from themselves. As far as my own slight experience 
carried me I have no complaint to make; but am 
indebted for many civilities (I might almost say for 
friendship ), and much hospitality, to Ali Pacha, his 
son Veli Pacha of the Morea, and several others of 
high rank in the provinces. Sulcyman Aga, late Go- 
vernor of Athens, and now of Thebes, was a bon 
wivant, and as social a being as ever sat cross-legged 
at a tray or a table. During the carnival, when our 
English parly were masquerading, both himself and 
his successor were more happy to « receive masks » 

than any dowager in Grosvenor-Square. 

■ 

On one occasion of his supping at the convent, his 
friend and visitor, the Cadi of Thebes, was carried 
from table perfectly qualified for any club in Christen- 
dom; while the worthy Waywode himself triumphed 
in his fall. 
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fn all money transactions with the Moslems, I ever 
found the strictest honour, the highest disinterested- 
ness. In transacting business with them, there are 
none of those dirty peculations, under the name of 
interest, difference of exchange, commission, etc. etc. 
uniformly found in applying to a Greek consul to cash 
bills, even on the first Houses in Pera. 

With regard to presents, an established custom in 
the East, you will rarely find yourself a loser ; as 
one worth acceptance is generally returned by another 
of similar value— a horse, or a shawl. 

In the capital and at court the citizens and cour- 
tiers are formed in the same school with those of 
Christianity ; but there does not exist a more honour- 
able, friendly, and high-spirited character than the 
true Turkish provincial Aga, or Moslem country- 
gentleman. It is not meant here to designate the go- 
vernors of towns, but those Agas who, by a kind 
of feudal tenure, possess lands and houses, of more 
or less extent, in Greece and Asia Minor. 

The lower orders are in as tolerable discipline as 
the rabble in countries with greater pretensions to 
civilization. A Moslem, in walking the streets of 
Our country-towns, would be more incommoded in 
England than a Frank in a similar situation in Turkey. 
.Regimentals are the best travelling dress. 

The best accounts of the religion, and different sects 
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of Islamisra, may be found in D'Olisson's French; of 
their manners, etc. perhaps in Thornton's English, 
The Ottomans, with all their defects, are not a people 
to be despised. Equal, at least* to the Spaniards, they 
are superior to the Portuguese. If it be difficult to 
pronounce what they are, we can at least say what 
they are not ; they are not treacherous, they are not 
cowardly, they do nut burn heretics, they are not as- 
sassins, nor has an enemy advanced to their capital. 
They are faithful to their sultan till he becomes unfit 
to govern, and devout to their God without au inqui- 
sition. Were they driven from St. Sophia to-morrow, 
and the French or Russians enthroned in their stead, 
it would become a question, whether Europe would 
gain by the exchange ? England would certainly be 
the loser. 

With regard to that ignorance of which they are so 
generally, and sometimes justly, accused, it may be 
doubted, always exceptiug France and England, in what 
useful points of knowledge they are excelled by other 
nations. Is it in the common arts of life ? In their ma- 
nufactures ? Is » Turkish sabre inferior to a Toledo ? 
or is a Turk worse clothed or lodged, or fed and taught, 
than a Spaniard ? Are their Pachas worse educated 
than a Grandee? oranEffendi than a Knight of St. Jago ? 
I think not. J 

I remember Mahmout, the grandson of Ali Pacha, 
asking whether my fellow-traveller and myself were 
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in the upper or lower House of Parliament. Now this 
question from a boy of ten years old proved that his 
education had not been neglected. It may be doubt- 
ed if an English boy at that age knows the difference 
of the Divan from a College of Dervises $ but I am 
very sure a Spaniard does not. How little Mahmout, 
surrounded, as he had been, entirely by his Turkish 
tutors, had learned that there was such a thing as a 
Parliament it were useless to conjecture, unless we sup- 
pose that his instructors did not conhne his studies 
to the Koran. 

In all the mosques there are schools established,, 
which are very regularly attended - y and the poor art 
taught without the church of Turkey being put into 
peril. I believe the system ia not yet printed (though 
there is such a thing as a Turkish press, and books 
printed on the late military institution of the Nizam 
Gedidd); nor have I heard whether the Mufti and the 
Mollas have subscribed, or the Caimacam and the 
Tefterdar taken the alarm, for fear the ingenuous youth 
of the turban should be taught not to « pray to God 
their way. » The Greeks also— a kind of Eastern Irish 
papists— have a college of their own at Maynooth— no, 
at Haivali; where the heterodox receive much the same 
kind of countenance from the Ottoman as the Catholic 
college from the English legislature. Who shall then 
affirm, that the Turks are ignorant bigots, when they 
thus evince the exact proportion of Christian charity 
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which is tolerated in the most prosperous and orthodox 
of all possible kingdoms ? But, though they allow all 
tin's, they will not suffer the Greeks to participate in 
their privileges : no, let them fight their battles, and 
pay their haratch (taxes), he drubbed in this world, 
and damned in the next. And shall we then emancipate 
our Irish Helots ? Mahomet forbid I We should then 
be bad Mussulmans, and worse Christians j at present 
we unite the best of both— jesuitical faith, and some- 
thing not much inferior to Turkish tolerations 
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Amongst an enslaved people, obliged to have recourse 
to foreign presses even for their books of religion, it 
is less to be wondered at that we find so few publica- 
tions on general subjects than that we find any at 
all. The whole number of the Greeks, scattered up and 
down the Turkish empire and elsewhere, may amount, 
at most, to three millions ; and yet, for so scanty a 
number, it is impossible to discover any nation with 
so great a proportion of books and their authors, as 
the Greeks of the present century. « Ay, » but say 
the generous advocates of oppression, who, while they 
assert the ignorance of the Greeks, wish to prevent 
them from dispelling it, « ay, but these are mostly, 
if not all* ecclesiastical tracts, and consequently good 
for nojthing. » Well! and pray what else can they 
write about ? It is pleasant enough to hear a Frank, 
particularly an Englishman, who may abuse the go- 
vernment of his own country j or a Frenchman, who 
may abuse every government except his own, and who 
may rang? at will over every philosophical, religious, 
scientific, sceptical, or moral subject, sneering at the 
Greek legends. A Greek must not write on politics, 
and cannot touch on science for want of instruction ; 
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if he doubts, lie is excommunicated and damned j there- 
fore his countrymen are not poisoned with modern 
philosophy 5 and as to morals, thanks to the Turks! 
there are no such things. What then is left him, if 
he has a turn for scribbling? Religion and holy bio- 
graphy : and it is natural enough that those who have 
so little in this life should look to the next. It is no 
great wonder then that in a catalogue now before me 
of fifty-five Greek writers, many of whom were lately 
living, not above fifteen should have touched on any 
thing but religion. The catalogue alluded to is con- 
tained in the twenty-sixth chapter of the fourth volume 
of Meletius's Ecclesiastical History. From this I subjoin 
an extract of those who have written on general sub- 
jects j which will be followed by some specimens of 
the Romaic. 

LIST OF ROMAIC AUTHORS*, 

Neophitus, Diakonos (the deacon) of the Morea, has 
published an extensive grammar, and also some political 
regulations, which last were left unfinished at his death. 

Prokopius, of Moscopolis (a. town in Epirus), has 
written and published a catalogue of .the learned Greeks. 

*It is to be observed that the names given arc not in chro- 
nological order, but consist of some selected at a venture from 
amongst those who flourished from the taking of Constant!- 
jtople to the time of Melctius. 



Digitized by Google 



0 



APPENDIX. I77 

Seraphin, of Periclea, is the author of many works 
in the Turkish language, but Greek character; for the 
Christians of Caramania who do not speak Romaic, 
but read the character. 

Eustathius Psalidas, of Bucharest, a physician, made 
the tour of England for the purpose of study ( 
fiutineis) : but though his name is enumerated, it is not 
stated that he has written any thing. 

Kallinikus Torgeraus, Patriarch of Constantinople 5 
many poems of his are extant, and also prose tracts, 
and a catalogue of patriarchs since the last taking of 
Constantinople. 

Anastasius Macedon, of Naxos, member of the royal 
academy of Warsaw. A church biographer. 

Demetrius Pamperes, a Moscopolite, has written many 
works, particularly « A Commentary on Hesiod's Shield 
of Hercules, » and two hundred tales (of what, is not 
specified), and has published his correspondence with 
the celebrated George of Trebizond, his cotemporary. 

Meletius, a celebrated geographer j and author of 
the book from whence these notices are taken. 

Dorotheus, of Mitylene, an Aristotelian philosopher t 
his Hellenic works are in great repute, and he is esteem- 
ed by ^e moderns (I quote the words of Meletius) 
(AtT* row QuKuMi* xtu UtvQaiil* ZprofEXXiiv**. I add 
further, on the authority of a well-informed Greek, 

8. 
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that he was so famous amongst his countrymen, that 
they were accustomed to say,, if Thucydides and Xe- 
nophon were wanting he was capable of repairing the 
loss. 

Marinus Count Tharboures, of Cephalonia, professor 
of chemistry iu the academy of Padua, and member 
of that academy, and those of Stockholm and Upsal. 
He has published, at Venice, an account of some ma- 
rine animal, and a treatise on the properties of iron. 

• • ■ 

Marcus, brother to the former, famous in mechanics. 
He removed to St. Petersburg the immense rock on 
which the statue of Peter the Great was fixed in 1769. 
See the dissertation which he published in Paris, 1777- 

George Constantine has published a four-tongued 
lexicon. 

George Ventote j a lexicon in French, Italian, and 
Romaic. 

*' V — 

There exist several other dictionaries in Latin and 
Romaic, French, etc. besides grammars, in every mo- 
dern language, except English. £ 

Amongst the living authors the following are most 
celebrated * :— 

Athanasius Parios has written a treatise on rhetoric 
in Hellenic. ^ 

* These names are not taken from any publication. 
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Christodoulos, an Acarnanian, has published, ia 
Vienna, some physical treatises in Hellenic. 

Panagiotes Kodrikas, an Athenian, the Romaic trans- 
lator of FontenehVs « Plurality of Worlds, » (a favourite 
work amongst the Greeks), is stated to be a teacher 
of the Hellenic and Arabic languages in Paris ; in both 
of which he is an adept. 

Athanasius, the Parian, author of a treatise on rhe- 
toric. 

Vicenzo Daraodos, of Cephalonia, has written « tU 
to fAt<n€*p€*po* 9 » on logic and physics. 

John Kamarases, a Byzantine, has translated into 
French Ocellus on the Universe. He is said to be an 
excellent Hellenist, and Latin scholar. 

Gregorio Demetrius published, in Vienna, a geo- 
graphical work : he has also trauslated several Italian 
authors, and printed his versions at Venice. 

Of Coray and Psalida some account has been already 
given. 
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GREEK WAR SONG * 

•m ^ 
I. - 

• * r 

AEY'TE **tlts t£* E'AA*'f*f 
• K4up*s rjis Mine ixhf 

* cpuvauiv ec%tot Uttf*V 

Troy pais JW(7WF Tift eipfflP 

T* IwX* if X*S*pttf 
w*7JW E'XXijt&t ley a/ fiit 

iriTaptfatif i%6p£v to uiu* 
*s rp%ln iwi w*Mff 

* 

xoKKctXx eivfytiopitv* 
7rvtvp#T* tOTcopwtajtctm < 
nip* XcLitrt Trvoqv 

tut) vixxtre tepo tcclvtov. 

T« lirXx is XocZuptv , etc. 

*A translation of this song will be found among the smaller 
Poems, in the third volume. 
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3. 

Xwupr* 2zr#pTM #■/ xotpuoit 

vinof xjQxpyov fi*8uf 
I6vv9jn9 xp*\i Mn**s 

'Evfoptthri Atotifov 

fifties tou %*xotov 
tou «fJ>oV ixmnph** 

(po'oipod x*i Tpoptpv* 

O ttcu lU rots QtppozrvXms 

irotefM uutos xpoTtl 
xett rout Tlipeus *<px*i& . 

KUt CLUTUV KCIT* XpOtTti 

MtTptxxotriovs 

, \ r ' 
ttf TO XltTpOV 7TpO%0pil 

xx) *r At#v hftvpuft 

US TO XtfAX TOif &0UTi7. 

* 
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ROMAIC EXTRACTS. 

'Turns, A'yxXos, xa) r*AA#*, xd/attirt* rtj* Wiftfyqm r?r 
'EXXdfbe, xat flXtwofTts t*Y dixia* t*» xard<fla<nv y 
updrnm K*T*pz& hoc Tpatxo* QtXtXXva td (id- 
$Ht rqf atrial fitr aurov tvoc jLcijrpowoXirtiv tint 
fixd%piruf, tzrura ha 7rpayfcartvrijv xat ha irpoir- 

rmrm* 

. 

Etwiftm * (ptXtXXtim *&s Qiptts r^axXaSiaf 
xairv dvapiyoptfrov rij» Toupxvv rupavviap 
Sf rals IvXals xat iQfitfiii xa) rnfypofroftiaf 
wa&mvy *ap6tvm 9 yuvatxav dv$jxou?o* QUpuav 
Ah tia4ai true dwoyevot ixthav rSt'EXXijtW 
tSv iXtuttpatxa) <n<p*f xat r*v <ptXovarpiJ»p 
xat *Ss ixthot avri6vtj9XQ9 ytd rfc itevfopiav 
xat rdpa irut uwouxtta4at thrtrdtar ropctvyiav 
xatiro7«v y tvoc tie ints tTxalv} (purtquiv*? 
us r*f <n<ptaf, Mvapijv, tU x ?A# ^axouajuhov 

vvr ixaravrintri rnt Smritat 'ExxdJx- 
fiaSal 0i ha oxtXtlpcv, m$ rxorttw XapwdJaf 
'OpiXtt <ptXrart Tpatxi llwi pas rjv atria* 

PI XptJTTtjf TtflOTIJf I/*,**) Xtii Tljlf CCZTO piUV . 

'O OIAE'AAHNOS. 

'Paiov-ayxXo-yaXXot, 'EXXar, xat o%t aXXot, 
9jrov, dsXirt) roany fittydXijy 
vvt £t a6xia 7 xat dva%ta 

'a\' -A * V f • » At 

*<p (pa ap%mv fj aftavta. 
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49T 9)/%W6povffU9 vtc T]9 Zvsrvrjtng 

rovr tie to %tipo* Tijy ootjyovot 
tturij swiZfl ret tikvcc xpctfyij 
W fXurpoKozrlovv ©A* irporecfyi 
Ktti rort i^zri^u on Ktpiifyt* 
tvauv, oiroZ '%e vuv Tijy <f Aoyi'£ef 

xretyti aliv i^njv £#piV Ttyet Kpirtv, 

The above is the commencement of a long dramatic 
satire on the Greek priesthood, princes, and gentry j 
it is contemptible as a composition, but perhaps cu- 
rious as a specimen of their rhyme ; I have the whole 
in MS. but this extract will be found sufficient. The 
Romaic in this composition is so easy as to render a 
version an insult to a scholar; but those who do not 
understand the original will excuse the following bad 
translation of what is in itself indifferent. 

TRANSLATION. 

A Russian, Englishman, and Frenchman making the 
tour of Greece, and observing the miserable state 
of the country, interrogate, in turn, a Greek Pa- 
triot, to learn the cause ; afterwards an Archbishop, 
then a Vlackbey*, a Merchant, and Cogia Bachi or 
Primate. 

Thon friend of thy country ! to strangers record 
Why bear ye the yoke of the Ottoman Lord ? 

■ 

* Vlackbey, prince of Wallacbia. 
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Why bear ye these fetiers thus tamely displayed, 

The wrongs of the matron, the stripling, and maid? 

The descendants of liellas's race are not ye! 

The patriot sons of the sage and the free, 

Thus sprung from the blood of the noble and brave, . 

To vilely exist as the Mnssulman slave ! 

Not such were the fathers your annals can boast, 

Who conquered and died for the freedom you lost! 

Not such was your land in her earlier hour, 

The day-star of nations in wisdom and power ! 

And still will you thus unresisting Increase, 

Oh shameful dishonour ! the darkness of Greece? 

Then tell us, beloved Achaean! reveal 

The cause of the woes which you cannot conceal. 

The reply of the Philellenist I have not translated, 
as it is no better than the question of the travelling 
triumvirate ; and the above will sufficiently show with 
what kind of composition the Greeks are now satisfied. 
I trust I have not much injured the original in the 
few lines given as faithfully, and as near the « Oh, 
Miss Bailey ! unfortunate Miss Bailey ! » measure of the 
Romaic, as 1 could make them. Almost all their 
pieces, above a song, which aspire to the name of 
poetry, contain exactly the quantity of feet of 

« A captain bold of Halifax who liv'd in country quarters, » 

which is in fact the present heroic couplet of the 
Romaic. 
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SCENE FROM € 0 KA<J>ENE2. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE ITALIAN OJ> GOLDONI *V 

■ 

SPERIDION VLANTI. 

SKHNH XT'. 
ITAATZIAA iU rijt veprxt rov %xttov, text oi xtaitt. 

ITAA. d 0fe ! mwi ri irxpxtvpi pcoZ tyxttj *<* xkouth 
rtjt (petit rov xto^pos ucj it ttvros tltxt M e(p6x<nx o-i 
xutpov tx rot %itrpemx<m. [Evyxiitt ttxs chuXof xvo ro 
ipyxoltipt.'] TlxMxxpty tfU pcou <ri wxpxxxXS ireios that 
•*t? iU ixtfoeof rout otrxche ; 

AOYA. Tpus xptivt/AOi xt&pts. lUtxs o Kvg Euyittos 9 
c xXXos i kv$ Mxprio? KxwoXirxtog^ xxi o rpiros S Ki?f 
Kotrt Aixtfyos A'ptifTt/9' 

ITAA. (Avxutc-x as aureus Jit titxt o OAxw,',^;, tct 
Iftas $it x\Xx%it ovoua.) 

AEA. N* £♦» i xxXtj Tu'xn rou xu£ Et/y it U v. [Ill* 

tVtTUS*] 

OAOI. N* Mi £?. 

ITAA. (AJroV l?f«J o xvfrpxs /teou %*p\s xXXo.) KaXt 
xtQpawt xx/zt /lcov rtjt %xp\t tx pit ovtrpoQeuetie x-arxta 

tU XurOUS TOVf XtyltTxfrlS OtTOU biXtt tX rOUS 7fxl%0t flUt, 

[Tlpos rot chtiXot.] 

AOY. 'Opioftis w {avttiti7p.il ot oQQtKtot rmt chv- 
Murolf.) [T99 iftWX^U xzro to ipyxrlijpt rod Trxtyvtfoov. 

PIA. Kxpfoxy xxphxy xxpciTi xxXqt xxphxt) Pit utxi 
TivroTtf. [llpof rjt Btrloptxv.] 
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BIT. 'Eyo) miMnjuu w g$ Ariltf/f*. Jt„pi mT *t tts 
top iMvrh Ttjf."] 

'Awo to wxpxfop* t£* •'*T*chnf ^xi909Txt ?Ad/, 

. OTOU OlJKOfOHTXt dwi TO TpXTTtfy ovyxto?tt90i 
ro» ^otf9tofco9 raw Atxvfyou &\tzro9TXs tij* 

Err. o#<, <f!u6tjTt. 

MAP. M$* Kuuven. . . 
AEA. S&p, 4> y Vi «V i'M. 

ITAA. Btifotct) fioijdux. [Qtvytl otwo T «f cxd**t 9 
o Alxpfyos diXu >u xxoXoutioy fci to rzrxti, xxi % 

TPA. [Me £y* x/fltrc 0*y} ffc TrtT^hx wtjo^u. 
xwo to irxpxQupt, km Qtuyu lis top xxQipi.] 

IIAA. [Eiyxtpu *wi to ipyxolitpi tov wxtypiehou Tpi- 
Xojptxs, xxt Qtuyu us to %*rt.] 

£tr. [Mi xppiXTX us to %ipt prpos ^uQuTtvtrtv Ttjs 
mM^tkH 9 IpxptUp toZ Aextfyou, ow£ tjJ* nonwrffoi.] 

MAP. [Evyui'm xxt xuris onyx otyx xtfo to toy*- 
fiipti xxt Qtvytt kiymvTtK.] Rumoresfuge [?«up 0 'pis 
<Povyt.~\* 

Ol AovXot* [£wi to\ ipyxflipt dwtpiov* us ri 

XXi xMlOUf Ttf9 9Tdp7«y.] 

BIT. [Mint us to 9 xx^i fio^fsfctpu *wi tow 

M*<p09.] 



* hoy os Xxtiukos, otroZ bltet px Hwf (ptvyt rxls 
riyxtns. 
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AEA. A#Wt riwr BtXoj v* IpG* m tpS* %U ix*7re 

to %*ft. [M«' to o*w*6) tig to %ioi ImvrUv T$9 EvyiVto'J.] 
ETT. *%t y yuotro flrori* uamt !»« rx*jjpox#pJof 
itutrUf rfr yuMKos row, k*i iyoi 3*A« Tijf flaQivrtveW 

• si n f 
00 S US TO UOliiOf dtLCOl. 

AEA. Zoo kollh* opxot wolf hi Aft ri pir*iciu<ryf. 

\KjP9fyS, Tor Evytvtor (tci to ra-otdi.] 

ETr. Aiv <A QoSoZftxt. [KATMTftxu rif AUvfyot, 
3coit to* fitdfyi vd avp6tj owioxt roQVVy Jzra? ivptnuttToif 
oifotKTov to <nrt}Tt rns xopturpius, ipZxint us oturo\ noli 
tvtnrctt.'] 

TRANSLATION* . 

Tlatzida from the Door of the Hotel, and the Other*. 

jP/a. Oh God ! from the window it seemed that I 
heard my husband's voice. If he is here, I have arrived 
in time to make him ashamed. [A Servant enters from 
the Shop. ] Boy, tell me, pray, who are in those 
chambers. 

Serv. Three Gentlemen : one, Signor Eugenio ; the 
other Signor Martio, the Neopolitan j and the third, my 
Lord, the Count Leander Ardenti. 

Pla. FJaminio is not amongst these, unless he has 
changed his name. 

Leander [ Within drinking. ] Long live the good 
fortune of Signor Eugenio. 

[ The whole Company, Long live, etc. 3 (Literally, 
N* £*? , y* £j? , May he live. ) 
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Pla. Without doubt that is my husband. [ To the 
Serv. ] My good man, do me the favour to accompany 
mc above to those Gentlemen : I have some business. 

Serv. At your commands. [Aside.] The old office of 
US waiters. [ Tie goes out of the Gaming House. ] 

Ridolpho. [To Victoria on another part of the stage,'] 
Courage, Courage, be of good cheer, it is nothing. 

Victoria. I feel as if about to die. [ Leaning on him 
as if fainting.] 

I From the windows above all within are seen rising 
from table in confusion : Leander starts at the 
sight of Platzida, and appears by his gestures 
to threaten her life. 
JEugenio. No, stop — — 
Mai 1 10. Don't attempt— 
Leander. Away, fly from hence ! 
Pla. Help! Help! [Flies down the stairs, Leander 
attempting to follow with his sword, Eugcnio hinders 
him. ] 

[Trappola with a plate of meat leaps over the balcony 
from the window and runs into the Coffee-House. ] 

[ Platzida runs out of the Gaming-House, and takes 
shelter in the Hotel. 3 

i 

£ Martio steals softly out of the Gaming-House, and 
goes off ex claiming y « Rumores fuge. * The Servants 
from the Gaming-House enter the Hotel, and shut the 
door. ] 

[Victoria remains in the Coffes-Hous9 assisted by 

Tlidolpho. ] 
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[Leander sword in hand opposite Eugeuio exclaims, 
Give way— I will enter that hotel. ] 

Eugenio. No, that shall never be. You are a scoun- 
drel to your wife, and I will defend her to the last 
drop of my blood. 

Leander. I will give you cause to repent this [ Me- 
nacing with his sword. ] 

Eugenio. I fear you not. [ He attacks Leander and 
makes him give back so much that finding the door of 
the dancing girVs house open, Leander escapes through, 
and so finishes. J* 

* • 

* S«nf7«< — a finishes »— awkwardly enough, bat it is the 
literal translation of the Romaic. The original of this comedy 
of Goldoni's I never read, but it does not appear one of hi* 
best, a II Bugiardo » is one of die most lively j but I do not 
think it has been translated into Romaic : it is much more 
amusing than our own a Liar, » by Foote. The character of 
Lelio 16 better drawn than Young Wilding. Goldoni's come- 
dies amount to fifty ; some perhaps the best in Europe, and 
others the worst. His life is also one of the best specimens 
of autobiography, and, as Gibbon has observed, « more dra- 
matic than any of his plays. » The above scene was selected 
as containing some of the most familiar Romaic idioms, not for 
any wit which it displays, since there is more done than said, 
the greater part consisting of stage directions. The original 
is one of the few comedies by Goldoni which is without the 
buffoonery of the speaking Harlequin. 
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AIA'AOrOI O^IKIAKOI. FAMILIAR DIALOGUES 

At* in* tjflnvys u* vrpvypx. To ask for any thing. 

2** **peucx?i£y focnri fct I pray you, give me if you 

#v i^ifytu please. 

<btptrl fit. Bring me. 

A«m/#i71 ft§* Lend me. 

ntycttvfjTt v* fynSvilt. Go to seek. 

T*p* ivfuV. Now directly. 

&' eUptSt ft* Kuptty xMfiiri My dear Sir, do me this 

fit *vrqv fr^i %*pt9, favour. 

By* wS$ ir*p*x*x£. I entreat you. 

E'y« w t£opKtCa. I conjure you. 

E'y* A r* ZflrS h* %*pn. I ask it of you as a favour. 

TV##fi#rt7/ *c£ tiV r «W. Oblige me so much. 

A*yt* ipVTix*, n *y«wtis. Affectionate expressions. 

Zm4 ft*. My life. 

JkKpiQi ft* tyvxn. My dear soul. 

A'yxwtjrt ft*) xKpiZt [ah. My deaf. 

Kmpiir^m px. My heart. 

Kyttsrtj fix. * My love. 

A/* f« iv%*ptni<nif v* x«- To thank >pay compliment s % 

fttjt TFtptwoifWf) k$u and testify regard. 

E'y* w ti&tftJIS* I thank you. 

See* yv*pl& %*ptf* I return you thanks. 

2«f viro%pt0f x*r* I am much obliged to you. 
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E'y* WXh ro Kctpu ptr* I will do it with pleasure. 



Ml 2aJJI» jU* Tiff KUpftttt. 

Me xxXyv ft* K*pfi*9. 

Eifccti ^Aos- o-flt^ . 

Etflt Kctra TTiXXet iyiUKQS. 



With all my heart. 

Most cordially. 

I am obliged to you. 

I am wholly yours. 

I am your servant. 

Your most humble servant* 

» 

You arc too obliging. 
You take too much trouble. 



T« x*p*9 ux ?* tus I have a pleasure in serving 

$*tev<n». you. 

tiflt ivyutKof x*i mrp#«r* You are obliging and kind. 

yoj**. 

Xt/r; i/ t f*i arp/wo. That is right. 

Ti 3*Airg j ti s What is your pleasure ? 

What are your commands? 

2<t$- TTccpctKctxZ yet u'i Taw- I heg you will treat me 



'3% 
>ut ccn 



freeii 

Without Ceremony. 



2** dycc-zre* i% oXvjg /uou I love you with all my 



heart. 
And I the same. 



Ttptjo7TtfiiT*7sirpo9l*yx7f Honour me with your 

commands. * 



E XiTi TiVdTtf v* fti wpo- Have you any command* 



for me? 
Command your servant. 



TlfQCfium rttf iFf*r*y*s I wait your commands. 
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Me HMfinn ptyetXtft Tipqy. You do me great honour. 
Qdetvvv 9 vtptzroitjaTjs axis Not so much ceremony I 
vretpetKotXai. beg. 

Upoaxuvtiatri inpifus fiSrof Present my respects to the 

ttp%6vl*y i tov xuptoi. gentleman, or his lord- 
ship. 

BtSettaatrt rot Terns rip Assure him of my re- 

6vpQ/uui. ;? memhrance. 

BeScttaiatTt rot v£s tov Assure him of my fricnd- 

uyetvrai. ship. 

At * S-eA* hutyu vcc tk to I will not fail to tell him 



titra. of it. 



Tipooxutjp*T* us rqv ifxif My compliments to her 

Ttoxretf. ladyship. 

TltjyccUiTi ipwpoo4ei xet) arts Go before, and I will fol- 

dxoXvQS. low you. 

H'liv'o* x*xd ri xpios ft*. I well know my duty. 

liiiupu to fltxt ux. I know my situation. 

Mi xeiftnrt fee if^izr^eei You confound me with so 

ul reels rofftt% (piXoQp*- much civility. 

avfeets exes* 

0eAiTf Xoiwof fee xctpot pUv Would you have me then 

etxptioT kt a. . be guilty of an incivility? 

fveiyet i/xzroo&ei thee vd I go before to obey you. 

axis ecsreexitaw. 

Aia vet x*p* Tijv irpoflceynf To comply with your com- 
axt s * 

mand. 

Ai» eeyeezrS roaxets irtpt- I do not like so much cere- 

voiqns* mony. 



5Af 



uigmze 
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Ah tt'uoit Ttteius wtttwottj- I am not at all ceremo- 

tikos, nious. 

Auto thou to KotXtTtpov. This is better. 

To'<nv to xftXiTtaov. So much the better. 

E#it£ koyav *}%tTt fixator. You are in the right. 



At* f* fiiSmmwtf, ** *?- To affirm, deny, consent Mc* 

vij6fc> va.owyKoiTuteuoTie, 

\ t ' ' ' 
kui r§. 

Eh*t mXithrb, uvtu -«Aijtf- It is true, it is very true. 

£l*TOP. 

At* n* rue tizra Tijt otXtj- To tell you the truth. 
6tt**» 

O vtoh > iTLfl thou. Really, it is so. 

tlolos J/uQtocc\Xtt ; Who doubts it ? 

Ah thou ttoctSs a/aQtSoXtu. There is no doubt. 

To *trltoo> 3 Jit to 7ricn iva* . I believe it, I do not be- 
lieve it. 

Atya to voit. I say yes. 

Aty* to oxt. I say no. 

Bua'am tflixiift* oTt tt¥*t. I wager it is. 

BccXXot crHfflftoi oTt iijft ihou I wager it is not so. ♦ 

Nat, fc* Ttjv irtcrltr /tilt. Ye5, by my faith. 

E/V rif> ovtttfynr fin. In conscience. 

M* tqv ^oitjv ft*. By my life. 

N*<, <m f 0 \uvJa. Yes, I swear it to you. 

2*f §f$9»m ojouv Ttf4.nfx.hos I swear to you as an honest 

xtQpoHrot. man. 

VOL. I, o 
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2** iprim iwim us rt)r I swear to jou on my ho- 

TtWftV. ^ • V . nour< 

XltfltvirtTt pt. Believe me. 

n'pwopS y* wm; tifliSmotiw. I can assure you of it. 

H /3*'Ai» rrUtifA* o> ri I would lay what bet you 

S4teTi fid tSto. ^ . please on this. 

Mi tu%] mm Mtlfy&i Your, jest by chance ? 

pnrtuert) ; . 

O'pttetrt /*i t* Za* Do you speak seriously ? 

E'y* w /•! t* Ja« I speak seriously to you,- 

, x«* «f Ac'y* nr» and tell y ou the truth. 

Ey«! w ro fitSmmw.' . I assure you of it. 

To i-srf>6<p>,Ttv(rtTt. ..You have guessed it. 

Ti iwiTtu%$rt. ( , You have hit upon it. 

2*$- xtfltv*. I believe you. 

Upiwu ret oris 7Ficrlt»<rai. ' I must believe you. 

Avr§ fir iireci tifurecror. This is not impossible. 

Ti XoiTfov is tircct pet xecXitr Then it is very well. 
a pur. 

K*A«, ««A«. ... Well, well. 

Af» iftta uXijtirlr. It is not true. 

Acv fiv«i ritrorts eczri avro. There is nothing of this. 

Jilnu UmtySitt fiwmrilv* It is a falsehood, an im- 
posture. 

Ey* ffliifyttur I was in joke. 

rivet.) 

E ya? to ilsr* fii rd ytXctaxn . I said it to laugh. 
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Tjj eiXqhtx. Indeed. 

Me dpi™ k*t* jtoAA*. It pleases me much. 

XuyKxrcmu* tU tSto. I agree with you. 

Alfa rtjf -$/tj$a¥ fjm. I give my assent. 

Ai» civTt<fliKOficcti tit Tun. I do not oppose this. 

Ei/uut tvufrntW) U ev/&- I agree. 
(pant. 

E*y» ft* StX** I will not. 

E'y* tvMTiavopett us touts. I object to this. 

Ai* fi ovpGvtevQfc, v* Ao- To consult, consider, or 

Xcio&ySy v} vet u7ro(pcc<rt<r>)f. resolve. 

Ti irti-sru fee Kxuoutv 3 What ought we to do ? 

Ti d« Kuuufcev 5 What shall we do? 

Ti pi ovpSvteutrt vet Kcifta-, What do you advise me to 

do? 

OVo7ov rpo-zrov S-iXoptf pi- What part shall we take ? 

A*V Kupopu it(*. Let us do this. 

Eivut KuXiTtpof iya) yrt~ — It is better that I—— 

iHct^Ti oXiyof. Wait a little. 

Ai¥ fihxu, umt KaXirifov Would it not'be better 

v d 5 ^ that— 

E'y* J*/*v2t* jcuxlrtpet. I wish it were better. 

QiXiTt KotfAU Kaxirtfx *»— You will dojDetter if— - 

A'$)j<riTi fct. Let me go. , 

AV fipxv tU to\ rozrov act? If I were in your place, I— 

Eipttt to ?JW. It is the same. 



ig6 append i ?t. 

The reader by the specimens below will be enabled to 
compare the modern with the ancient tongue. 

PARALLEL PASSAGES FROM ST. JOHN'S GOSPEL. 

. , NeOV. 



1. EIE tjjV *W « 
Xoyos' **i o Xoyos Ijrov 

piT* QiS' KXt ©COV >}TOV 0 

7 » » 

2. ErSrof fjrot us rqv 
<ip%tjv fctrd Gt£. 

3. (f\* [tcc 7r$*yiA*T*\ 
eft* pint tS [Xoyn] iybn- 

r,yin KttAvtt un lytvt. 

4. jUf ettjT6¥ irof Jiff' 
»*< 9 Zpn tjTCt TO <P*f TV> 
Mpu'zrav. * 

6. K*i to <f>o7o iU Tijv 
0XiTti*i Qtyyth Kett * 

6. lHyiviv h*f a\Qpai7r6S 

roe**/** TV Ww 



U AvQevliXov. 

1. EN flc'fl^? • Aoy«f> 



\ 



7 « . / 



2. Our«<r ffK iv 
rijy Of«f« 

3. ri*»7* tfJrfif cy«- 
tiro' d^t xvfts eturS iytvtr* 
oude if, o yiyow. 

to t«* ocv- 

■ 

3. K*i roQSs if Tjf excliec 
Qui fit, ft tj oxort* ocuVo h 
*«T6Aflt?cy. 

» 

6. 'Eytttl* Zv&}*7F6f aVi- 
rjctXjttttos nap* 0e£, ofopm 
*utoj la/anyf. 
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THE ESSCRffTIONS AT ORCHOMENUS FROM 

MELETIUS. 

'OPXOMENOS, x*i9me Sjc/j/wou, Rotor sort <xXo*n*- 

TUTtJ KCCi ioXUp*T*T1f) VpOTtpOV KaXa^Ciy^ BoiUTtKCtl 'A6tJ- 
VBtly ife TtJ* 07T0 1CCV tjTOV a Nctoz tojv XuptraV) tif TO* ottoIo* 

ivrXtjpavov TiXtj o\ &tt£*7ot y ovrivos to IfkQo? eivirxuQfo 
STdTI iwi tSv 'AcrwecXctyicav.' Eireciifjyupf^ov us uurtjv tjjit 
IlaiXiv to, XcipiryCiUy t it o tto in *Aymos tupov izriypct(pus iv 
crrfa&is tviot th KTto4iflo$ NaS ivr oropart Wijs 0for«xK 9 
iwi tS IIpuTora-ec^ecptffy Atoilos, iwt rm BartXtav Bart- 
XtiXy AtovTos> k*\ Kavijxvlivtf, i^OVffOiS OUTUS- 'E* fCt¥ 
T»f fUaiKOUOiS* 

« O'lft irimm top myma, t£v %ctpirii<rim. 

« Mqvts 'AttoXXuux 'Avth%wc dwi MectccvJoov* 
« Kr,pv\. ' 

« &ftX$s Zoix* IlxQtos. 

« VLoufiujuos Novpqviov 'AQqvulos* 

^ i TIotijTqs iw*9* 

« 'Applets AtpcKXtoos ®tj»a7os- 

« AuXijtijs 
« 'AwtfJUeJWa* 'AztoXXoMtou Kpjs. ' 

« 'Po'JWwar 'PdJWsrau 'Apytjos* 

« Kt6etpi<fli)s 
« 0m$U§\Aw0}Ji$Mu TH®**i*Aloteis*wo x K6fttis. 

« Kt6etpoj^os. 
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« TpctyuN; . ^ 
« 'ittMKpclTfjc 'Aptcrloptvov? 'Po'JW. 

« K*\Xi<rlpctTot'El;UKi<rlau &$}5*7ot. 

a notfjrijf X#rvp*r. 
. « A fillets Aqftoxktovs QtjSetlof, 

alfwUptrnt. 
« Aapofao? AopoGtov TupetiTttof. 

« JJottfTijz Tpcty&ftaif, 
a 2,o$QK\tjs 'ZoQottXitvs 'A6tji#7as. 

« Ka*ipt%t$ 0coJV/)ov QtZcuct, 

« A*Ali*t/>0f JipirltHos Jttnvcuos. 

a t'woKptrijs 
« ArlecXo? A*r7«A«t/ 'A&tjvalof. 

« 11*/ JW jjyt/Lcovxs* 

v « Avdpus fjytpovtts* 
« TpttyuHt 

H Vtr^0KpctT9}f A'piAopitOVf tUtlU 
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« To, iwitimtm 



« KMjuiiiSt JloitjTije. 
« A*Ac|afj>J)df A'ptrftavos AQquot. 

m ■ _ 

« K#piTtt(nof, tuapic<fja> wMom of tuJi if no! 9*1 rtt 

« 

a fl>/AiW 4>/A<'yA> A'Qccntof* 

« Eipa'fdf 'Lancpun os QtiZuoe. 

« UotiTug 
« Mffrfap Mtjrlopof <t>wx.ctnif. 

« KpctT0v KXiavof ©c/ffi/o?. 
« AvMlTtts 

a Aulxtufor 

« AufujftTOf TXccvku A pyic;. 

« Axpxlpor A'/uceXaa Aloteve a-zro Mevpi'vtr. 

« Tpctyotivi'os v 
« A'crKXaTrtofapts TIou6t»o Tupuvrtvof. 

a NtKocfi bccrog QiXocrlpctT* &eiSetos 

« Ev*p%oe tfpoMroj Kopeck. 
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V ' 

E'f kaA* Attm. 

« Mupt%os UoXuxpocTous I'ctpojivptos hoyirmos tLvfyiovi 
« ^payeiWifTK vixuowti; hovvono m(6tjxuv rluwos *p- 
« %o*tos xoXiovTos xXios ctiovTOs ciXxt&ivios. 

> 72,' p It i pat AiQa. 

« Svvctp%» up%6fTos, ptttvos S-ttXou&taty ccp%t , ots 

« EuSvXi cipxi^oiptci <Po%t7# ^ oizrt^axct otZFO rets 

a govyypci<p£ wtfk tuv iroXtptup%a>v y xq tZv xotTosrltHatv , 
a uvibopttvof rus rouyypcefpas rug xiutyug 7ru>£ tv<Ppoycc y 

« xn QiMu* x*j 7ruaixM7v xtj Ttptoptttfbv QuxitctSy 

ct fbptuTtXui boaifotjttay xtj Movuovv xxficnbva XW*~ 
« ye?tf, x*V to ffpece toj du,ua>. 

« &vtttp%* Zp%ovTor, pittvos JXuXxopitviv F cepvuv, *oXv- 
<& xMios rcipiixs AwiitHti tv£aXu eip%tfocpia tymxui ecvo 
« tols ffrtwy/puQa to xetrtcXuzro* xut to -^uQtopiec tu 
« claptcOy oifthopttvof to\s owyyp&Qus tus ximvug 7rcc£ 
ft cx*(plXo?y xfj iu<Ppov# (patxtuf. Ktj %o\p £tonvoiov xct<pi- 
a <n2e»pa>y fflfmfi*, xvi Xusifctptov $kpioTi\io$ wiik Tut 
a iroXtptupx*JVy xt; tSv xxtottIccm. 

*l rt-E hE/"E » M 1 1 0 M 

« A'p%ovto? iv ip%opctvo $-uv*px*> t*tf*t A'Xecbxoptttiay iv 
a ft F tXmtin MitoiTeco dp%iXxa pittvof wpotTU. 'Op&t- 
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« Aay* EtJ&Aw F gAarn?, o xij t? aroAi tpxoptviav. EVl<- 
$ Kixoulriv) EuZuXoc rSr tt£Xt$t to ^etviiov war** 
« kcct Tec? opoXoyU; refltW $vvccpx» xpftovTot, pu- 
ii tor $*<Aou0/a>, «« cut oQuXit*! *vt» 'irt ovttf ##{ T*y 
« 'iroXtv, *AA* #wt%i Tectrec irept TTtcvrof xi) uwoflitiurii 
« r>? WAi t« t%ovTts t*s opoXoyUs, ti pit wort ithpf- 
« yoy E«o*A« far* F |TI usTtrlapu fiouievt 

« nifiizrirvs ft* Kuritjs F / jc*t/ nrpoSuTu; rouv tyvs x u ~ 
c< AiV r« %poto)t o irtttuTo; o pir* $vvctp%ot ap%otrt& 
« i^opttiuf raiypflf 1*6* ft EvSaXot k*t iuavrov tx.*- 

« <T?0y 5T*£ TOtTUplett Ktj TO* V0/t«M> T*TI XMUpUT* TUt 

<c srpoftfVa/v *9 T<?y <fy** 3 *« *V ™f 

« x>J xccrttx drxpulut S/** to arAe70o* ^ei u7roypct<pt<ro 
« «jj umtiv* ctTttpetiat Bixtj to irKutoos pu cczroypu<P'io~o 
« *<Te irXtavx rut yiypttppitat it T? <rouy%*Jpit<rt tj ft- 

« xost/* jj to ivtopiat EvS»X*v tQitXif A/; 

« T<vy ipftopitiat upyouplaf TirlupotKotTU EvSaXu 

« x#&"t**<rlov ivtavTovy tjj tax** Qipirm £p*%petf 

1* t«* pms'uuMlms kcctu ptltu to* *>j 'ip-srpaxTos 

« foVov tov « p^o^y/ov x*< to. 

E v ctXXoir AiQots. ^ 

« A'voJapot ovttpopot X*ipi- » NOKTEr. « KuXXizrtrot 
« eLp$*pi%os> y.ui uXXett. » E*y oJJt tTrtypctQn i'fov 
« roy«y, ^ irviup*, <T* o ^£?y v*oypa<potciv, ot **X*ioi 
« TpotrtypuQov. Kett rcl 

The following is the prospectus of a translation of 
Anacharsis into Romaic, by my Romaic master, Mar- 
marotouri, who wished to publish it in England. 

9- 
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EI AHXIX TTnorPA^IKH 1 

n/)<!f rout f> n7* x«< (fnXtXXtjvxs. 

0 901 tU fit+Xtx ttxvIo^xztx irpv(p»trtP 9 ^tupaov tt+- 
#*» iimiTo xrfnpov rfc 'iSoptxs, ft xvrfc yx\ ihvpir- 
KiTctt % ttAcov /HifcUKpvcftHq nxXxtorfff, xxt Shapohlxt mt 
ip xxrosrlpx fay npxlug xxt 2)otxil<nte -roXXaiv xxt <h«t- 

<Pop»9 E'foSf XXt TilSp 6iP T«» WfJLV hlTMOKTO XXt ohx- 

fWff* V 'icrloptxtj Atqytjait lis xi£px rop asrctvla. 

» * * 

M/* rero/* VwfWfa upxt t»«m'«?*r#t, xxt h rxvrS 
*<piXt(tti> tf xpttrlop iiwuf xvxyxxix' hxTt Xatvop foils 
poiot vx r*p trltpoupitxy pi fttupoplis *lri rxs xp^xs 
r£p Upoyovap pxs, *o6ip won xxt wSs. tvptintur its rxs 
icxlpifxs fixs^ oun rx Jtfc, rx xxlopMpxIx xxt rqp JW- 
xtjo-it rw$ Ap ipoflijaw/xtp rovs XxXoytPiis, fj%tupoup px x 
pxs, Movvv l%ifUw 'itfloptxSsrqp dpxiv xx\ rijr npooiop 
t£p xrpoyo'vvp pxs, xXXx xxt ToiroypxQtxSs fcxs tktXttw 
rxs bints r£p icxrpifop pxs y xxt oiofit %itpxyayot ytpo- 
fiifoi pi rousTi»ypx<ptxous rm nipxxxs, /uxs Xiyovp, ifi 
ttpxt xi AQtivxiy M t} TLvxpltj ixu xi Qtjoxt roou flxhx 
% piXtx xzri%u y /tctx E'v*p%U xiro rijv xXXqp. Tovros 
uxoMptw rqv pixv ttoXip, ixitpos rijv xXXtjp xx\ r|. 
Upooirt xv ip ofl % aw /ten xurovs roos f*n E'XXqpxs %upxyu- 
yousftxs, 7ro&tv i'wxpxxivtfijffuv px thptuvitmuv xp%xs ro- 
<rov vrxXxtxs, xv»*ro<?oXus pag xwoxpipoplxt fit xurous 
rois Xoyous. « Kx&s o U Xxutixs 'Avxxxpjne, xp ftp 
« i-a-epuipxtr* rx TxvtvQpoivfX i%t7px KXipxrx rtjs *EA- 
« Xxhsy xp iptpopuTQ rx xlsvpxTx, rx i&fj xxt rout 
Hopovs rm 'EAAjjv^jt, qhXt pupy S*J^? kx) rx ipoft* 
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« xet) to trpay^ot* o*loi tooti o pjfctTtpos 'ictTpos, otp tit if***- 
<c 6*tt tcI tS i&irtKpdrouf tip itupotro pot irfX^fi^n us 

€C rf V Tt%*tfV TOV» Ap 0 t» J?^?* PO/XoQtTlfS ttP i%tT*t^t TOt 

« r«w 2jA**dr, Aoxovpyouy xou HitIukqZ, tip itvpotlo p* 
« puGfuiry xott vu xxXitpynoyi ra idif tSp O'poyivouv row at 
« o V'tTog tit ci-sruvQi^fj o rug ivtypotttiots kcci tous %*pt$P- 
« Itojtous T0U Atipoo&tpousy tit oiptpyoZvtp us txs -tyoxots 
a t£p oixpootlolp tow /Hp o Hios A'pct%otprtSy o Kuptos A'C- 
BotpfaXo/tcouos tip dnyivoKDct /Lei /tctyotXfjp iirtpopv)P 
<i xui axtytp tovs ttXiop iyxpiTOVS avyy potty us tup *EAAjj- 
a f{ffitf»*f» otvrovs kcctoc ficcQo? iwli TpUxoplot til* Uh > 
a J'fir i0tA£* i|t/^«y»j roy'ri^ t^f jrt^i 'EX^tjPOJP Xfloplotp TV, 
a jyr/f ritpiijypjffif toZ Kiou Apot%otpcrtois rrup otuTV TTpocr- 
u mofutfip}y xott us oXots recs Eupotzrotixots AtotXtxlous fttli- 
« yXotTilo^p]. » K«i iff ifS Xoyot, o't NtojTtpoty otptip t%rtp- 
ptcp ticc ottjyovs tovs TIpoyopous f*ots y ijfaXotp taws iripi- 
pifmilmi potTottoJs pt%pi roZ pup. Air* tip ttpott Aoytot 
ipovcrtotofttpov ttol to QiXoytiis TpottxoZy ttpott ti (ftXoi- 
ffcXyJous TtppotPoZy oflts i/utT*wp*rt top Nco> A'pot%*po%9 
ottro TV TotXXtxoZ us to Ttp/ttotPtxop. 

Ap Xoizrop kol\ p)pus B-tXa/fitP pot /ttiMlatfttP t?f ypetrtois 
TttP X*/twp£p Kcci op&atictiav ovov iKctuccv o't Bxtvfturlot 

tKilpOl UpOTTrntTOptS iftSpy UP iuTlt U/UolfiliV P* pcttou/HlP T9f9 

vrpootop Kott otv^fftp tup us t*s Tf£P«f km) ka\ 
us x.oifa ctXXo utos [tutor, riots y Hp e%oj/HtP rtpttpytutp p* ypu- 
ptawpttp nofap Kuluyoui&u, xott osroiovs B-etu/Lcetalous xoti 
fuyccXovs A'ptpus, u xxt Tpoyovovs ipolp> ^eu, ifius tip 
yvtpi^ofiiPy usKtupop ovov o't A!xXoy%Ptls&*vt**%ovQ%p *J- 
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TOVS) XOtt OJS TTOtitpCif ITttv] 0tU<T0UV MtiQijet&f dvOflcCiy c; 

cruvfyupapiv *7ruvlis wpoQvpois its tj)» tfxfooiv toZ ,9wu- 
paoiov toutou ovyypecppcclos toZ Neou A'vct%clp<nois. 

'Hf4.it* oh ot vTroyiypxppivot SiXopiv kxlihitnt npcQv- 

s * 

pus Tq* MiTcitypuTtf too Bt/Zhtou pi tj?v kut<* to fruvctrot 
jptv xot^v Qpec<rtv t*js vuv xttSr ypect optXins^ xxt ixdovlis 
toZto its ruzrov, ^tXojptv to xaXXotTs-icu pi ibus TiMypot- 
Qtxovs TLtvctxus pi oi-grXus V'apoiixeLs Xt%tts tyxi%ctpccy- 
ptvovs its i^txoipecs ypccpctTct, irpori tMvTis o\ ti otXXo 
<npov xott dppoc^tov us rijy 'irlopiuv. 

OXov to ovyypctppct &iXii ytvtt usTopous Jachxct xoltoI 
plpy,c\v Tr t s 'iTotXtKijs Exponas. H* Ttpq oXou toZ Swy- 
ypuppttTos tivctt tytopivitt J*tx*i%>j Ttjs Bttvvvif ch'el t$v 
7Tpoo4tjxitv Tali Tioiy petty txuv Trtvctxav. O' QtXoyivvjs oiy 
SyvJpo^^rjjV irpivtt vet n-Xqpaoy its xctQt Topov tyioptvt uot 
xott Kupetvluvtec uxotrt TtjsBtivvqs, xett tSto X*)pts xuppietv 

7TpoJoO%V y flCAA' it/QuS OTToZ B~tXit TU TCtpX^o6>J 0 TopOS 

Tvzr&plvos xett chpivos. ^ 

'Eppuptvot xett tv^etlpovts £to£tuoi\i 'EXXjjv&v JJett&hs. 
Tqs vpiTipets oiyxTrtjs ify ply pivot. 

'laeivvf)s Metppetpolovpqs* 
AqjutjTptos Bivtipqs. 

XTTVpifov npiStTOS* 

E'v Tptuflia rjj' *puTy O'xla$plou 9 1799. 

THE LORD'S PRAYER IN ROMAIC. 

O IIATE'P AM AS 0 tfov timt us tows oZpttvois y is 
$cy***ti to ovopet <rou. A\ i^fj y fittntoi* <rov. As yuf* 
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to S-fAtyd* rev. KuGas us tov ovpavov> irfy xcct us Tqv 
yqv. To -fyaftiptts to xaS-J^tepm v, Jos /tt*S to nynpov. 
Kut ffvyxoptjci /teas rd xpiqpus, fcuQus xcc) ifius ovyx<»- 
povpif rovs KpioQithtTcts uuz. Kut /tdjjv fc*s <pipus us 

TTUpqC/UOV) uX?.d iAfO&tr pOiffTJjtCUS U7T0 TOV ICOVtjpo** O Tl 

i^iKti<rou UfUi tj fiuoiteix PI ij fuvapts ku) >) do%* us rovs 
ottvvots* Aptjv. 

IN GREEK. 

1 * * 4 

JTATHP yfjioiv o ivrols oupetvo7s y olyictriviToa to o*ofitt(rov* 
t^iTO) y flurtteU «y yt v^tc* to T&t)/*d <rov> eis if 
ovpetvv, KUt tzar) Tijs y?f. To* ipTOV fam To\kitzrov<nov 
Jos tj/tclf <njftepov. K*< *<pis npt* r« oQuhti/tt&TU fa£v y us 
Kut fails *<pitptv toIs oQuXiruts faav. K*< pi u<n- 
vtyxys fa*S us 7rupctrfAov, dXXcl pZ<mi fates oizro tov iro- 
tjpou. OV* crod itfliv 9 &#9tkiU 3 kx) * f$w*ft4f 9 xtti i 

US t*vs xiums. 'Apj*' 

■ « 

# < 
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THE GIAOUR, 

A FRAGMENT OF 

4 

A TURKISH TJLE. 



« One fatal remembrance— one sorrow that throws 
« Its bleak shade alike o'er our joys and our woes— 
« To which Life nothing darker nor brighter can bring, 
« For which joy hath no balm — and affliction no sting. » 

MOORE. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

. * 

The tale which these disjointed fragments pre- 
sent, is founded upon circumstances now less com- 
mon in the East than formerly; either because the 
ladies are more circumspect than in the « olden 
time ; » or because the Christians have better for- 
tune, or less enterprize. The story, when entire , 

■ 

contained the adventures of a female slave, who 
was thrown, in the Mussulman manner, into the 
sea for infidelity, and avenged by a young Vene- 
tian , her lover, at the time the Seven Islands were 
possessed by the Republic of Venice, and soon 
after the Arnauts were beaten back from the 
Morea, which they had ravaged for some time 
subsequent to the Russian invasion.. The deser- 
tion oftheMainotes, onbeingrefused the plunder 
of Misilra, led to the abandonment of thateuter- 
prize, and to the desolation of the Morea, during 
which the cruelty exercised on all sides was un- 
paralleled even in the annals of the faithful. 
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THE GIAOUR, 

A FRAGMENT OF A TURKISH TALE. 



No breath of air to break the wave 
That rolls below the Athenian's grave, 
That tomb 1 which, gleaming o'er the cliff, 
First greets the homeward-veering skiff, 
High * f er the land he saved in vain : 
When shall such hero live again ? 

******* 

« 

■ 

Fair clime ! where every season smiles 
Benignant o'er those blessed ish s, 
Which seen from far Colonna s height; 
Make glad the heart that hails the sight, 
And lend to loneliness delight. 
There mildly dimpling, Ocean's cheek 
Reflects the tints of many a peak 
Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These Edens of the eastern wave ; 



2l4 TIJE GIAOUR. 

And if at times a transient breeze 
Break the blue crystal of the seas , 
Or sweep one blossom from the trees, > 
How welcome is each gentle air 
That wakes and wafts the odours there ! 20 
For there— the Rose o'er crag or vale, 
Sultana of the Nightingale, 3 
The maid for whom his melody, 
His thousand songs are heard on high, 
Blooms blushing to her lover's tale : 25 
His queen, the garden queen, his Rose, % 
Unbent by winds, unchilled by snows, 
Far from the winters of the west, 
By every breeze and season blest, , 
Returns the sweets by nature given 3o 
In softest incense back to heaven ; 
And grateful yields that smiling sky 
Her fairesthue and fragrant sigh. 
And many a summer flower is there, 
And many a shade that love might share, 35 
And many a grotto, meant for rest, 
That holds the pirate for a guest ; 
Whose bark in sheltering cove below 
Lurks for the passing peaceful prow, 
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Till the gay mariner's guitar 3 

Is heard, and seen the evening star ; 

Then stealing with the muffled oar, 

Far shaded by the rocky shore, 

Rush the night-prowlers on the prey, 

And turn to groans his roun<Hlay. 

Strange — that where Nature loved to trace 

As if for Gods, a dwelling-place, 

And every charm and grace hath mixed 

Within the paradise she fixed, 

There man, enamoured of distress, 

Should mar it into wilderness, 

And trample, brute-like, o'er each flower 

That tasks not one laborious hour) 

Nor claims the culture of his hand 

To bloom along the fairy land, 

But springs as to preclude bis care, 

And sweetly woos him— but to spar* ! 

Strange — that where all is peace beside 

There passion riots in her pride, , 

And lust and rapine wildly reign 

To darken o'er the fair domain. 

It is as though the fiends prevailed 

Against the seraphs they assailed, 
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I * 

And, fixed on heavenly thrones, should dwell 
The freed inheritors of hell : 65 
So soft the scene, so formed for joy, 
So curst the tyrants that destroy ! 

• - . ' c ' > . 
He who hath bent him o'er the dead 
Ere the first day of death is fled, 
The first dark day of nothingness, K 70 

The last of danger and distress, 
(Before Decay's effacing fingers 
Have swept the lines where beauty lingers, ) 
And marked the mild angelic air, 

• ♦ 

The rapture of repose that's there, 70 
The fixed yet tender traits that streak 
The languor of the placid cheek, • 
And — but for that sad shrouded eye, 
That fires not, wins not,^veeps not, now, 
And but for that chill changeless brow, 80 
Where cold Obstruction's apathy* 
Appals the gazing mourner's heart, 
As if to him it could impart \ 
The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon ; 
Yes, but for these and these alone* 85 
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Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour, 
He still might douht the tyrant's power; 
So fair, so calm, so softly sealed, 
The first, last look by death revealed ! 5 
Such is the aspect of this shore ; 90 
*Tis Greece, but living Greece no more ! 
So coldly sweet, so deadly fair, 
We start, for soul is wanting there. 
Hers is the loveliness in death, 
That parts not quite with parting breath; q5 
But beauty with*that fearful bloom, 
That hue which haunts it to the tomb, 
Expression's last receding ray, 
A gilded halo hovering round decay, 99 
The farewell beam of Feeling past away ! 
Spark of that flame, perchance of heavenly birth, 
Which gleams, but warms no more its cherished 
earth ! 

m 

Clime of the unforgotten brave ! 
Whose land from plain to mountain-cave 
Was Freedom's home or Glory '-s grave; io5 
Shrine of the mighty ! can it be, 
That this is all remains of thee? 
vol. 1. 10 
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Approach thou craven crouching slave : 

Say, is not this Thermopylae? 
These waters blue that round you lave, 1 id 

Oh servile offspring of the free — 
Pronounce what sea, what shore is this? 
The gulf, the rock of Salamis! 
These scenes, their story not unknown, 
Arise, and make again your own ; 1 15 

Snatch from the ashes of your sires 
The embers of their former fires; 
And he who in the strife expfres 
Will add to theirs a name of fear 
That Tyranny shall quake to hear, 120 
And leave his sons a hope, a fame, 
They too will rather die than shame : 
For Freedom's battle once begun, 
Bequeathed by bleeding Sire to Son, 
Though baffled oft is ever won. 125 
Bear witness, Greece, thy living page A 
Attest it many a deathless age! 
While kings, in dusty darkness hid, 
Have left a nameless pyramid, 
Thy heroes, though the general doom i3o 
Hath swept the column from their tomb, 
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A mightier monument command, 
The mountains of their native land ! 
There points the Muse to stranger's eye 
The graves of those that cannot die ! 
'Twere long to tell, and sad to trace, 
Each step from splendour to disgrace; 
Enough — no foreign foe could quell 
Thy soul, till from itself it fell y 
Yes! Self-abasement payed the way 
To vilain-bonds and despot-sway* 

What can he tell who treads thy shore? 

No legend of thine olden time, 
No theme on which the muse might soar 
High as thine own in days of yore, 

When man was worthy of thy clime. 
The hearts within thy Yalleys bred, 
The fiery souls that might have led 

Thy sons to deeds sublime, 
Now crawl from cradle to the grave, 
Slaves — nay, the bondsmen of a slave, 6 

And callous, save tp crime; 
Stained with each evil that pollutes 
Mankind, where least above the brutesj 
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Without even savage virtue blest, i55 

Without one free or valiant breast. 

Still to the neighbouring ports they waft 

Proverbial wiles, and ancient craft; 

In this the subtle Greek is found, ' 

For this, and this alone, renowned. 160 

In vain might Liberty invoke 

The spirit to its bondage broke, 

Or raise the neck that courts the yoke : 

No more her sorrows I bewail, 

Yet this will be a mournful tale, i65 

And they who listen may believe, 

Who heard it first had cause to grieve. 

* * ¥ ¥ ¥ . ¥ ¥ 

» . ■ 

- 

Far, dark, along the blue sea glancing, 
The shadows of the rocks advancing, 
Start on the fisher's eye like boat 170 
Of island-pirate or Mainote; 
And fearful for his light caique, 
He shuns the near but doubtful creek : 
Though worn and weary with his toil, 
And cumbered with his scaly spoil, 17$ 
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Slowly, yet strongly, plies the oar, 
Till Port Leone's safer shore 
Receives him by the lovely light 
That best becomes an Eastern night. 

V „ + * ¥ ' ¥ ¥ ¥ 

Who thundering comes on blackest steed, 
With slackened bit and hoof of speed? 181 
Beneath the clattering iron's sound 
The caverned echoes wake around 

* * 

* 

In lash for lash, and bound for bound ; 

The foam that 6treaks the courser's side i85 

Seems gathered from the ocean-tide: 

Though weary waves are sunk to rest, 

There's none within his rider's breast; 

And though to-morrow^s tempest lower, 

'Tis calmer than thy heart, young Giaour ! 7 

I know thee not, I loathe thy race, 191 

* 

But in thy lineaments I trace 
What time shall strengthen, not efface- 
Though young and pale, that sallow front 
Is scathed by fiery passion's brunt; . 19? 
Though bent on earth thine evil eye. 
As meteor like thou glidest by, 
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Right well I view and deem thee one 
Whom Othnian's sons should slay or shun. 



On— on he hastened, and he drew 200 
My gaze of wonder as he flew : 
Though like a demon of the night 
He passed and vanished from my sight, 
His aspect and his air impressed t 
A troubled memory on my breast, 2o5 

y 

And long upon my startled ear 

Rung his dark courser's hoofs of fear. 

He spurs his steed ; he nears the steep, 

That, jutting, shadows o'er the deep; 

He winds around; he hurries by; 216 

The rock relieves him from mine eye; 

For well I ween unwelcome he 

Whose glance is fixed on those that flee ; 

And not a star but shines too bright 

On him who takes such timeless flight. 2i5 

He wound along ; but ere he passed 

One glance he snatched, as if his last, 

A moment checked his wheeling steed, 

A moment breathed him from his speed, 
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A moment on his stirrup stood — b 2 

Why looks he o'er the olive wood? 
The crescent glimmers on the hill, 
The Mosque's high lamps are quivering still: 
Though too remote for sound to wake 
In echoes of the far tophaike, 8 
The flashes of each joyous peal 
Are seen to prove the Moslem's zeal. 
To-night, set Rhamazani's sun ; 
To-night, the Bairam feast's begun \ - 
To-night — but who and what art thou 
Of foreign garb and fearful brow ? 
And what are these to thine or thee, 
That thou should'st either pause or flee? 
He stood — some dread was on his face, 
Soon Hatred settled in its place : 
It rose not with the reddening flush 
Of transient Anger's hasty blush, 
But pale as marble o'er the tomb, 
Whose ghastly whiteness aids its gloom. 
His brow was bent, his eye was glazed; 1*4 
He raised his arm* and fiercely raised, 
And sternly shook his hand on high, 
As doubting to return or fly: 
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Impatient of his flight delayed, 

Here loud his raven charger neighed — 245 

Down glanced that hand, and grasped his blade; 

That sound had burst his waking dream, 

As Slumber starts at owlet's scream. 

The spur hath lanced his courser's sides ; 

Away, away, for life he rides : a5o 

Swift as the hurled on high jerreedo 

Springs to the touch his startled steed j 

The rock is doubled, and the shore 

Shakes with the clattering tramp no more ; 

The crag is won, no more is seen a55 

His Christian crest and haughty mien. 

'Twas but an instant he restrained 

That fiery barb so sternly reined ; 

'Twas but a moment that he stood, 

Then sped as if by death pursued 5 260 

But in that instant o*er his soul 

Winters of Memory seemed to roll, 

And gather in that drop of time » 

A life of pain, an age of crime. , 

O'er him who loves, or hates, or fears, a65 

Such moment pours the grief of years : 
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What felt he then, at once opprest 

By all that most distracts the breast? 

That pause, which pondered o'er his fate, 

Oh, who its dreary length shall date ! 270 

Though in Time's record nearly nought, 

It was Eternity to Thought! 

For infinite as boundless space 

The thought that Conscience must embrace, 

Which in itself can comprehend 275 

Woe without name, or hope, or end. 

• ■ 

The hour is past, the Giaour is gone j 
And did he fly or fall alone? 
Woe to that hour he came or went ! 
The curse for Hassan's sin was sent 280 
To turn a palace to a tomb : 
He came, he went, like the Simoom, t% 
That harbinger of fate and gloom, 
Beneath whose widely-wasting breath 
The very cypress droops to death — n85 
Dark tree, still sad when others' grief is fled, 
The only constant mourner o'er the dead ! 

The steed is vanished from the stall ; 
No serf is seen in Hassan's hall ; 

10. 
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The lonely Spider's thin grey pall ago 

Waves slowly widening o'er the wall ; 

The Bat builds in his Haram bower; 

And in the fortress of his power 

The Owl usurps the beacon-tower; 

The wild-dog howls o'er the fountain's brim, 

With baffled thirst, and famine, grim ; 296 

For the stream has shrunk from its marble bed, 

Where the weeds and the desolate dust are spread. 

'Twas sweet of yore to see it play 

And chase the sultriness of day, • 3oo 

As springing high the silver dew 

In whirls fantastically flew, 

And flung luxurious coolness round 

The air, and verdure o'er the ground. 

'Twas sweet, when cloudless stars were bright, 

To view the wave of watery light, 3oG 

And hear its melody by night., 

And oft had Hassan's Childhood played 

Around the verge of that cascade ; 

And oft upon his mother's breast 3io 

That sound had harmonised his rest; 

And oft had Hassan's Youth along 

Its bank been soothed by Beauty's song ; 
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And softer seemed each melting lone 

Of Music mingled with its own. 3i5 

But ne'er shall Hassan's Age repose 

Along the brink, at Twilight's close : . 

The stream that filled that font is fled — 

The blood that warmed his heart is shed ! 

And here no more shall human voice 32a 

Be heard to rage, regret, rejoice. 

The last sad note that swelled the gale 

Was woman's wildest funeral wail : 

That quenched in silence, all is still, ' * 3^4 

But the lattice that flaps when the wind is shrill : 

Though raves the gust, and floods the rain, 

No hand shall close its clasp again. 

On desart sands 'twere joy to scan 

The rudest steps of fellow man, 

So here the very voice of Grief 33o 

Might wake an Echo like relief — 

At least 'twould say, « all are not gone ; 

« There lingers Life, though but in one — » 

For many a gilded chamber's there, 

Which Solitude might well forbear ; 335 

Within that dome as yet Decay 

Hath slowly worked her cankering way- 
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But gloom is gathered o'er the gate, 

Nor there the Fakir's self will wait; 

« 

Nor there will wandering Dervise stay, 34© 

For Bounty cheers not his delay; 

Nor there will weary stranger halt 

To bless the sacred « bread and salt, » ,B 

Alike must Wealth and Poverty 

Pass heedless and unheeded by, 345 

For Courtesy and Pity died 

With Hassan on the mountain side. 

His roof, that refuge unto men, 

Is desolation's hungry den. 
The guest flies the hall, and the vassal from 
labour, 35q 
Since his turban was cleft by the infidel's sabre I ** 

* ¥ ¥ * * * * 



I hear the sound of coming feet, 
But not a voice mine ear to greet ; 
More near — each turban I can scan, 
And silver-sheathed ataghan;* 3 355 
The foremost of the band is seen, 
An Emir by his garb of green 
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« Ho! who art thou? — this low salam* 5 

« Replies of Moslem faith I am. 

« The burthen ye so gently bear, * - 36o 

« Seems one that claims your utmost care, 

« And, doubtless, holds some precious freight, 

« My humble bark would gladly wait. » 

« Thou speak est sooth, thy skiff unmoor, 
« And waft us from the silent shore ; 365 
•» Nay, leave the sail still furled , and ply 
« The nearest oar that's scattered by, 
« And midway to those rocks where sleep 
« The channelled water* dark and deep. 
« Rest from your task — so — bravely done, 
« Our course has been right swiftly runj 3ji 
« Yet 'tis the longest voyage, I trow, 
« That one of— * * * * 

» 

********* 

1 

Sullen it plunged, and slowly sank, 
The calm wave rippled to the bank ; 
1 watched it as it sank, methought 
Some motion from the current caught 
Bestirred it more, — 'twas but the beam 
That chequered o'er the living stream : 
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I gazed, till vanishing from view, 38r> 

Like lessening pebble it withdrew; 

Still less and less, a speck of wliite 

That gemmed the tide, then mocked the sight; 

And all its hidden secrets sleep, s 

Known but to Genii of the deep, * 385 

Which, trembling in their coral caves, 

They dare not whisper to the waves. 

* * * * * ¥ * * 

* ■ ■ • 

As rising on its purple wing 
The insect-queen 1 " of eastern spring, 
O er emerald meadows of Kashmeer 3<)f> 
Invites the young pursuer near, 
And leads -him on from flower to flower 
A weary chase and wasted hour* * 
Then leaves him, as it soars on high, 
With panting heart and tearful eye: 3g5 
So Beauty lures the full-grown child, 
With hue as bright, and wing as wild; 
A chase of idle hopes and fears, 
Begun in folly, closed in tears. 
If won, to equal ills betrayed, 400 
Woe waits the insect and the maid f 
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A life of paii), the loss of peace, 

From infant's play, and man's caprice : 

The lovely toy so fiercely sought 

Hath lost its charm by being caught, 

For every touch I hat wooed its stay 

Hath brushed its brightest hues away, 

Till charm, and hue, and beauty gone, 

'Tis left to fly or fall alone. 

With wounded wing, or bleeding breast, 

Ah! where shall either victim rest? 

Can this with faded pinion soar 

From rose to tulip as before? 

Or Beauty,' blighted in an hour, 

Find joy within her broken bower? 

No: gayer insects fluttering by 

Ne'er droop the wing o'er those that die 

And lovelier things have mercy shown 

To every failing but their own, 

And every woe a tear can claim 

Except an erring sister's shame. 

* , * ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ . 

... 

r 

The Mind, that broods o'er guilty woes, 
Is like the Scorpion girt by fire, 
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In circle narrowing ai it glows, 

The flames around their captive close, • ^7.5 

Till inly searched by thousand throes, 

And maddening in her ire, 
One 6ad and sole relief she knows, 
The sting she nourished for her foes, 
Whose venom never yet was vain, 4^o 
Gives but one pang, and cures all pain, 
And darts into her desperate brain : 
So do the dark in soul expire, 
Or live like Scorpion girt by fire }*1 
So writhes the mind Remorse hath riven, 
Unfit for earth, undoomed for heaven, 436 
Darkness above, despair beneath, 
Around it flame, within it death ! 



Black Hassan from the Haram flies, 
Nor bends on woman's form his eyes j 44° 
The unwonted chase each hour employs, 
Yet shares he not the hunter's joys. 
Not thus was Hassan wont to fly 
When Leila dwelt in his Serai. 
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Doth Leila there no longer dwell? 445 

That tale can only Hassan tell : 

Strange rumours in our city say 

Upon that eve she fled away 

When RhamazanV 8 last sun was set, 

And flashing from each minaret 4^° 

Millions of lamps proclaimed the feast 

Of Bairam through the boundless EasJ. p 

'Twas then she went as to the bath, 

Which Hassan vainly searched in wrath } 

For she was flown her master's rage 4^3 

In likeness of a Georgian page, 

And far beyond the Moslem's power 

Had wronged him with the faithless Giaour. 

Somewhat of this had Hassan deemed j 

But still so fond, so fair she seemed, 460 

Too well he trusted to the slave 

Whose treachery deserved a grave : 

1 

And on that eye had gone to mosque, 

And thence to feast in his kiosk. 

Such is the tale his Nubians tell, 465 

Who did t not watch their charge too well; 

But oSers say, that on that night, 

By pale PhingariVa trembling light, « . 
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* * • • 

The Giaour upon his jet black steed 

Was seen, but seen alone to speed 470 

With bloody spur along the shore, 

Nor maid por page behind him bore. 



• 1 

Her eye's dark charm 'twere Vain to tell, 
Butga^eon that of the Gazelle, 
It will assist thy fancy well ; . ■ 475 
As large, as Janguishingly dark, 
But Soul beamed forth in every spark 
That darted from beneath the lid, 
Bright as the jewel of Giamschid. 20 
Yea, Soul, and should our prophet sly 480 
That form was nought but breathing clay, 
By Alia! I would answer nay; 
Though on Al-SiratV 1 arch I stood, 
Which totters o'er the fiery flooo!, 
With Paradise within my view, - > 485 
And all his Houris beckoning through. 
Oh ! who young Leila's glance could read 
And keep that portion of his creed** 

Which saith that woman is but dust,^ 

A soulless toy for tyrant's lust? c 490 
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On her might Muftis gaze, and own 

That through her eye the Immortal shone j 

On her fair cheeks unfading hue 

The young pomegranate's 33 blossoms strew 

Their bloom in blushes ever new: 

49 5 

Her hair in hyacinthiue 2 * flow, 

When left to roll its folds below, 

As midst her handmaids in the hall 

She stood superior to them all, 

Hath swept the marble where her feefc 5oo 

Gleamed whiter than the mountain sleet 

Ere from the cloud that gave it birth 

It fell, and caught one stain of earth. 

The cygnet nobly walks the water; 

So moved on earth Circassia's daughter, 5o5 

The loveliest bird of Franguestan ! aD 

As rears her crest the ruffled Swan, 

And spurns the wave with wings of pride, 
When pass the steps of stranger man 

Along the banks that bound her tide; 5io 
Thus rose fair Leila's whiter neck :— 
Thus armed with beauty would she check 
Intrusion's glance, till Folly's gaze 
Shrunk from the charms it meant to praise. 
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Thus high and graceful was her gait; 5i5 
Her heart as tender to her mate ; * 
Her mate — stern Hassan, who was he? 

m 

Alas ! that name was not for thee ! 
******* 

Stern Hassan hath a journey ta'en 
With twenty vassals in his train,. Sao 

» 

Each armed, as best becomes a man, 

With arquebuss and ataghan 5 

The chief before, as decked for war, 

Bears in his belt the scimitar 

Stained with the best of Arnaut blood, 5a5 

* 

When in the pass the rebels stood, 

And few returned to tell the tale 

Of what befell in Parne's vale. 

The pistols which his girdle bore 

Were those that once a pasha wore, 53o 

Which still, though gemmed and bossed with 

gold, 1 
Even robbers tremble to behold. 
'Tis said he goes to woo a bride 
More true than, her who left his r side ; 
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The faithless slave that broke her bower, 
And, worse than faithless, for a Giaour! 

- 

The sun's last rays are on the hill, 
And sparkle in the fountain rill, 
Whose welcome waters, cool and clear, 
Draw blessings from the mountaineer: 
Here may the loitering merchant Greek 
Find that repose 'twere vain to seek 
In cities lodged too near his lord, 
And trembling for his secret hoard- 
Here may he rest where none can see, 
In crowds a slave, in deserts freej 
And with forbidden wine may stain 
The bowl a Moslem must not drain. 

The foremost Tartar's in the gap, 
Conspicuous by his yellow cap j 
. The rest in lengthening line the while 
Wind slowly through the long defile: 
Above, the mountain rears a peak, 
Where vultures whet the thirsty beak, 
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And theirs may be a feast to-night, 555 

Shall tempt them down ere morrow'Hight; 

Beneath, a river's wintry stream 

Has shrunk before the summer beam, 

And left a channel bleak and bare, 

Save shrubs that spring to perish there: ' 56o 

Each side the midway path there lay 

Small broken crags of granite gray, * 

By time, or mountain lightning, riven 

From summits clad in mists of heaven; 

For where is he that hath beheld 565 

The peak of Liakura unveiled ? 

They reach the grove of pine at last: 
« Bismillah ! a<f iK>w the peril's pastj 
« For yonder view the opening plain, 
« And there we'll prick our steeds amain : » 
The Chiaus spake, and as he said, 571 
A bullet whistled o'er his head ; 
The foremost Tartar bites the ground ! 

Scarce had they time to check the rein, 
Swift from their steeds the riders bound j 575 

But three shall never mount again; 
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Unseen the foes that gave the wound, 

The dying ask revenge in vain. 
With steel unsheathed, and carbine bent, 
Some o'er their courser's harness leant, 

Half sheltered by the steed ; 
Some fly behind the nearest rock, 
And there await the coming shock, 

Nor tamely stand to bleed 
Beneath the shaft of foes unseen, 
Who dare not quit their craggy screen. 
Stern Hassan only from his horse 
Disdains to light, and keeps his course, 
Till fiery flashes in the van 
Proclaim too sure the robber-clan 
Have well secured the only way 
Could nowavail the promised prey; 
Then curled his very beard 1 " with ire, 
And glared his eye with fiercer fire: 
<( Though far and near the bullets hiss, 
a I've scaped a bloodier hour than this. 
And now the foe their covert quit, 
And call his vassals to submit ; 
But Hassan's frown and furious word 
Are dreaded more than hostile sword, 



• 
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Nor of his little band a man 

Resigned carbine or ataghan, 

Nor raised the craven cry, 

In fuller sight, more near and near, 

The lately ambushed foes appear, 6o5 

And, issuing from the groye, advance 

Some who on battle-charger prance. 

Who leads them on with foreign brand, 

Far flashing in his red right hand? 

« 'Tishe! 'tis he! I know him now; 610 

« I know him by his pallid brow ; 

« I know him by the evil eye*9 

« That aids his envious treachery ; 

« I know him by his jet-black barb: 

n Though now arrayed in Arnaut garb, 6i3 

« Apostate from his own vile faith, 

« It shall not save him from the death : 

« 'Tis he! well met in any hour ! 

« Lost Leila's love, accursed Giaour ! » 

As rolls the river into ocean, 6a» 
In sable torrent wildly streaming \ 

As the sea-tide's opposing motion, 
In azure column proudly gleaming, 
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Beats back the current many a rood. 
In curling foam and mingling flood, 625 
While eddying whirl, and breaking wave, . 
Roused by the blast of winter rave; 

Through sparkling spray, in thundering clash, 

< 

The lightnings of the waters flash 
In awful whiteness o'er the shore, . 63o 

That shines and shakes beneath the roar; 
Thus — as the stream and ocean greet, 
With waves that madden as they meet — 
Thus join the bands, whom mutual wrong, 
And fate, and fury, drive along. . 635 
The bickering sabres' shivering jar; 

And pealing wide or ringing near 

Its echoes on the throbbing ear, 
The deathshot hissing from afar; * 
The shock, the shout, the groan of war, 6$o 

Reverberate along that vale, 

More suited to the shepherd's tale x *. 
Though, few the numbers — theirs the strife> 
That neither spares nor speaks for life ! 
Ah ! fondly youthful hearts can press, 645 
To seize and share the dear caress ; 
vol, u it 

I 

« 
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But Love itself could never pant 
For all that Beauty sighs to grant 
With half the fervour Hate bestows 
Upon the last embrace of foes, 65o 
When grappling in the 6ght they fold 
Those arms that ne'er shall lose their hold : 
Friends meet to part; Lov6 laughs at faith; 
True foes, once met, are joined till death! 
•* * * * * • * * 

f « • * - 

With sabre sjiivered to the hilt, . 655 

Yet dripping with the blood he spilt; 
Yet strained within the severed hand 
Which quivers round that faithless brandy 
His turban far behind him rolled, 
And cleft in twain its firmest fold $ 660 
His flowing robe by falchion torn, 
And crimson as those clouds of mora 
' That, streaked with dusky red, portend 
The day shall have a stormy end y 
A stain on every bush that bore 665 
A fragment of his palampore, 30 
His breast with wounds unnumbered riven, 
His back to earth, his face to heaven, . 
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Fall'n Hassan lies — his unclosed eye 

Yet lowering on his enemy, 670 

As if the hour that sealed his fate 

Surviving left his quenchless hate; 

And o'er him bends that foe with brow 

As dark as his bled below. — • 

¥ ¥ ¥ * * * * 

- 

« Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the wave, 675 
a But his shall be a redder grave ; 
« Her spirit pointed well the steel 
u Which taught that felon heart to feel. 
« He called the Prophet, but his power 
u Was vain against the vengeful Giaour: 680 

« He called on Alia— but the word 

■ 

« Arose unheeded or unheard. 

« Thou Paynim fool ! could Leila's prayer 

« Be passed, and thine accorded there? 

« I watched ray time, I leagued with these, 

« The traitor in his turn to seize: 686 

« My wrath is wreaked, the deed is done, 

u And now I go — but go alone. » 

¥ ¥ . * -|t ¥ ¥ ¥ 

' ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 

* 
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The browzing camels' bells are tinkling : 
His Mother looked from her lattice high-— 

She saw the dews of eve besprinkling^ 691 
The pasture green beneath her eye, 

She saw the planets faintly twinkling: 
« %is twilight — sure his train is nigh. » 
She could not rest in the garden-bower, 695 
But gazed through the grate of his steepest tower: 
« Why comes he not? his steeds are fleet, 
« Nor shrink they from the summer heat ; 
« Why sends not the Bridegroom his promised 

gift? 

« Is his heart more cold, or his barb less swift? 
« Oh, false reproach! yon Tartar now 701 
« Has gained our nearest mountain's brow, 
v And warily the steep descends, , 
* And now within the valley bends; 

* * A * * 

■ fe * 

« And he bears the gift at his saddle bow— 
« How could I deem his courser slow? 706 
« Right well my largess shall repay 
w His welcome speed, and weary way. » 
The Tartar lighted at the gate; . 

But scarce upheld his fainting weight: 

* - 
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'■ ' * » 

His swarthy visage spake distress, 
But this might be from weariness ; . 
His garb with sanguine spots was dyed, 
But these might be from his courser's sidej 
He drew the token from his vest- 
Angel of Death! 'tis Hassan's cloven crest! 
His calpac 31 rent — his caftan red — 
« Lady, a fearful bride thy Son hath wed : 
« Me, not from mercy, did they spare, - 
m But this empurpled pledge to bear, 
a Peace to the brave ! whose blood is spilt : 
« Woe to the Giaour*! for his the guilt. » 

+ * * * * ¥ ¥ 

I 

A turban 3 * carved in coarsest stone, 
A pillar with rank weeds o'ergrown, 
Whereon can now be scarcely read 
The Koran verse that mourns the dead, 
Point out the spot where Hassan fell 
A victim in that lonely dell. 
There sleeps as true an Osmanlie 
As e'er at Mecca bent the knee j 
As ever scorned forbidden wine, 
Or prayed with face towards the shrine, 
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In orisons resumed anew ■ 

At solemn sound of « Alia Hu! » 33 

Yet died he by a stranger's hand, 735 

And stranger in his native land $ 

♦ ■ 

Yet died he as in arms he stotod, 
And unavenged, at least in blood. 
But him the maids of Paradise 

Impatient to their halls invite, ' 74<» 
And the dark Heaven of Houri's eyes 

On him shall glance for ever bright; 
They come — their kerchiefs green they wave, 3 * 
And welcome with a kiss the brave! 
Who falls in battle 'gainst a Giaour 745 
Is worthiest an immortal bower. 

¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ; 

But thou, false Infidel ! shalt writhe 
Beneath avenging Monkir's 35 scythe ; 
And from its torment 'scape alone 
To wander round lost Eblis* 36 throne ; 750 
And fire unquenched, unquenchable^ 
Around, within, thy heart shall dwell ; 
Nor ear can hear nor tongue can tell . 
The tortures of .thatrinward hell I 
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» 

But first, on earth as Vampire 3 ? sent, 755 
Thy corse shall from its tomb be rent: 
Then ghastly haunt thy native place, 
And suck the blood of all thy race ; 
There from thy daughter, sister, wife, 
At midnight drain the stream of life; 76a 
Yet loathe the banquet which perforce 
Must feed thy livid living corse : 
Thy victims ere they yet expire 
Shall know the daemon for their sire, 
As cursing thee, thou cursing them, 765 
Thy flowers are withered on the stem. 
But one that for thy crime must fall, 
The youngest, most beloved of all, 
Shall bless thee with a father's name — 
That word shall wrap thy heart in flame ! 
Yet must thou end thy task, and mark 77 
Her cheek's last tinge, her eye's last spark, 
And the last glassy glance must view 
Which freezes o'er its lifeless blue ; 
Then with unhallowed hand shalt tear 77 
The tresses of her yellow hair, 
Of which in life a lock when shorn 
Affection's fondest pledge was worn ; 
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48 

0 

But now is borne away by thee, , 

Memorial of thine agony! 780 

WeX with thine own best blood shall drip 38 

Thy gnashing tooth and haggard lip; 

Then stalking to thy sullen grave, - t • 

Go — and with Gouls and Afrits ravej 

Till these in horror shrink away 785 

• . * * . - 

From spectre more accursed than they ! 



« How name ye yon lone Caloyer? 

« His features I have scanned before 
« In mine own land : 'tis many a year, 

« Since, dashing by the lonely shore, 790 
« I saw him urge as fleet a steed 
« As ever served a horseman's need. 
« But once I saw that face, yet then 
« It was so marked with inward pain, 
« I could not pass it by again ,5 795 
« It breathes the same dark spirit now, 
« As death were stamped upbn his brow. » 



« 'Tis twice three years, at summer tide 
« Since first among our freres he came j 
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« And here it soothes hira to abide 800 

« For some dark deed he will not name. 
« But never at our vesper prayer, 
« Nor e'er before confession chair 
« Kneels he, nor recks he when arise 
« Incense or anthem to the skies, 8o5 
« But broods within his cell alone, 
« His faith and race alike unknown. 
« The sea from Paynim land he crost, 
« And here ascended from the coast ; 
« Yet seems he not of Othraan race, 8io 

« But only Christian in his face : 

■ 

« I'd judge him some stray renegade, 

«< Repentant of the change he made, 

« Save that he shuns our holy shrine, 

« Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 81 5 

« Great largess to these Avails he brought, 

« And thus our abbot's favour bought ; 

« But were I Prior, not a day 

« Should brook such stranger's further stay, 

« Or pent within our penance cell 820 

« Should doom him there for aye to dwell. 

« Much in his visions mutters he 

« Of maiden 'whelmed beneath the sea j 



digitized by Google 



l5o TJHF r.IAOUR. 

- 

u Of sabres clashing, fuemen flying, 

* i 

« Wrongs avenged, and Moslem dying. 8s5 

* 

« On cliff he hath been known to stand, 
« And rave as to some bloody hand 
« Fresh severed from its parent limb, 
« Invisible to all but him, 

« Which beckons onward to his grave, 83b 

« And lures to leap into the wave. » 
******* 

• s 

******* 

k 

Dark and unearthly is the scowl 

That glares beneath his dusky cowl: 

The flash of that dilating eye 

Reveals too much of times gone by; 835 

Though varying, indistinct its hue, * 

Oft will his glance the gazer rue. 

For in it lurks that nameless spell 

Which speaks, itself unspeakable, 

A spirit yet unquelled and high, 84© 

That claims and keeps ascendancy ; 

And like the bird whose pinions quake, 

But cannot fly the gazing snake, * 
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Will others quail beneath his look, 

Nor 'scape the glance they scarce can brook. 

From him the half-affrighted Friar 846 

When met alone would fain retire, 

As if that eye and bitter smile 

Transferred to others fear and guile: 

Not oft to smile descendeth he, 85o 

And when he doth 'tis sad to see 

That he but mocks at Misery. 

How that pale lip will curl and quiver! 

Then fix once more as if for everj 

As if his sorrow or disdain 855 

Forbade him e'er to smile again. 

Well were it so — such ghastly mirth 

From joyaunce ne'er derived its birth. 

But sadder still it were to trace 

What once were feelings in that face: 860 

Time hath not yet the features fixed, 

But brighter traits with evil mixed ; 

And there are hues not always faded, 

Which speak a mind not all degraded 

Even by the crimes through. which it waded : 

The common crowd but see the gloom 866 

Of wayward deeds, and fining doom; 
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The close observer cart espy 
A noble soul, and lineage high: 
Alas! though both bestowed in vain, 870 
Which Grief could change, and Guilt could 
stain, 

It was no vulgar tenement 

To which such lofty gifts were lent, 

And stiU with little less than dread 

s 

On such the sight is riveted. 875 
The roofless cot, decayed and rent, 

Will scarce delay the passer by } 
The tower by war or tempest bent, 
While yet may frown one battlement, 

Demands and daunts the stranger's eye; 
Each ivied arch, and pillar lone, 881 
Pleads haughtily for glories gone L ' 

• * * * * * 

« His floating robe around him folding, 
« Slow sweeps he through the columned 
aisle; 

« With dread beheld, with gloom beholding 

« The rites that sanctify the pile. 886 
u But when the anthem shakes the choir, 
« And kneel the monks, his steps retire; 

m * . " 

V • 
. •» 

I * 
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u By yonder lone and wavering torch 

« His aspect glares within the porch j 890 

« There will he pause till all is done — 

« And hear the prayer, but utter none. 

« See — by the half-illumined wall 

« His hood fly back, his dark hair fall, 

« That pale brow wildly wreathing round, 

« As if the Gorgon there had bound 896 

« The sablest of the serpent-braid 

« That o'er her fearful forehead strayed : 

« For he declines the convent oath, , 

• « And leaves those locks unhallowed growth, 

« But wears our garb in all beside ; 901 

« And, not from piety but pride, 

« Gives wealth to walls that never heard 

• « Of his one holy vow nor word. * 

« Lo! — mark ye, as the harmony •> 905 

« Peals louder praises to the sky, 

« That livid cheek, that stony air 

k Of mixed defiance and despair! 

m Saint Francis, keep him from the shrine ! 

> 

« Else may we dread the wrath divine 910 
« Made manifest by awful sign. 
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» 

w If ever evil angel bore 

« The form of mortal, such he wore z 

« By all my hope of sins forgiven, 

« Such looks are not of earth nor heaven! » 

To love the softest hearts are prone, 916 

But such can ne'er be all his own ; 

Too timid in his woes to share, 

Too meek to meet, or brave despair ' r 

And sterner hearts alone may feel 920 

The wound that time can never heal. 

The rugged metal of the mine 

Must burn before its surface shine, " 

But plunged within the furnace-flame, 

It bends and melts— though still the same; 

Thin tempered to thy want, or will, go& 

Twill serve thee to defend or kill; 

A breast-plate for thine hour of need, 

Or blade to bid thy foeman bleed ; 

But if a dagger's form it bear, 980 

Let those who shape its edge, beware ! 

Thus passion's fire, and woman's art, 

Can turn and tame the sterner heart ; 

From these its form and tone are ta'en. 
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And what they make it, must remain, cpS 
But break — before it bend again. 

+ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 

* * -* * * * * 

* 

If solitude succeed to grief, 

Release from pain is slight relief ; 

The vacant bosom's wilderness 

Might thank the pang that made it less. g/jo 

We loathe what none are left to shares 

Even bliss — 'twere woe alone to bear : 

The heart once left thus desolate 

Must fly at last for ease — to hate. 

It is as if the dead could feel 945 

The icy worm around them steal, 

And shudder, as the reptiles creep 

To revel o'er their rotting sleep, 

Without the power to scare away 

The cold consumers of their clay ! g5o 

It is as if the desart-bird, 3 9 

Whose beak unlocks her bosom's stream 
To still her famished nestlings' scream, 

Nor mourns a life to them transferred, 
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Should rend her rash devoted breast, g55 
And find them flown her empty nest. 
The keenest pangs the wretched find 

Are rapture to the dreary void, 
The leafless desart of the mind, 

The waste of feelings unemployed. 960 
Who would be doomed to gaze upon 
A sky without a cloud or sun? 
Less hideous far the tempest's roar . 
Than ne'er to brave the billows more — 
Thrown, when the war of winds is o'er, 965 
A lonely wreck on fortune's shore, 
'Mid sullen calm, and silent bay, 
Unseen to drop by dull decay - 
Better to sink beneath the shock 
Than moulder piecemeal on the rock ! 970 

* * * * * * * 



« Father! thy days have passed in peace, 

« Mid counted beads, and countless prayer J 
« To bid the sins of others cease, 
« Thyself without a crime or care, 
* « Save transient ills that all must bear, 975 
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• » 

« Has been thy lot from youth to age ; 
« And thou wilt bless thee from the rage * 
« Of passions fierce and uncontrolled, 
« Such as thy penitents unfold, 
« Whose secret sins and sorrows rest 980 
« Within thy pure and pitying breast. 
« My days, though few, have passed below 
« In much of joy, but more of woe ; , 
« Yet still in hours of love or strife, 
« I've 'scaped the weariness of life : 985 
« Now leagued with friends, now girt by foes, 
« I loathed the languor of repose. 
« Now nothing left to love or hate, 
« No more with hope or pride elate, 
« I'd rather be the thing that crawls 990 
* Most noxious o'er a dungeon's walls, 
pass my dull, unvarying days, 
« Condemned to meditate and gaze. 
« Yet, lurks a wish within my breast 
« For rest — but not to feel 'tis rest. # 99$ 
« Soon shall my fate that wish fulfil ; 

« And I shall sleep without the dream 
« Of what I was, and would be still, 

a Dark as to thee my deeds may seem : 
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My memory now is but the tomb 1000 
Of joys long dead; my hope, their doom : 
Though better to have died with those 
Than bear a life of lingering woes. 
My spirit shrunk not to sustain .. 
The searching throes of ceaseless pain ; 
Nor sought the self-accorded grave 
Of ancient fool and modern knave : 
Yet death 1 have not feared to meet; 
And in the field it had been sweet, 
Had danger wooed me on to move 
The slave of glory, not of love. 
I've braved it — not for honour's boast; 
I smile at laurels won or lost ; 
To such let others carve their way, 
1 For high renown, or hireling pay: 
« But place again before my eyes 
« Aught that I deem a worthy prize; 

« The maid I love, the man I hate, 

-* 

«^ And I will hunt the steps of fate, 

- 

« To save or slay, as these require, 
« Through rending steel, and rolling fire ; 
« Nor need'st thou doubt this speech from one 
« Who would but do— what he hath done. 



ioi5 



1020 
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« Death is but what the haughty brave, 

« The weak must bear, the wretch must crave; 

m Then let Life go to him who gave: 1026 

« I have not quailed to danger's brow 

a When high and happy — need I now! 
******* 

• ■ 

« I loved her, friar! nay, adored—- 

« But these are words that all can use — 
« I proved it more in deed than word; io3r 
« There's blood upon that dinted sword, 

«< A stain its steel can never lose : 
« 'Twas shed for her, who died for me, io34 

« It warmed the heart of one abhorred : 
« Nay, start not — no— nor bend thy knee, 

« Nor midst my sins such act record; 
« Thou wilt absolve me from the deed, 
« For he was hostile to thy creed ! 
« The very name of Nazarene 1040 
« Was wormwood to his Paynim spleen. 
« Ungrateful fool ! since but for brands 
« Well wielded in some hardy hands, 
« And wounds by Galileans given, 
« The surest pass to Turkish heaven, 104^ 
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u For him his Houris still might wait 
« Impatient at the prophet's gate. 

m 

« I loved her — love will find its way 

« Through paths where wolves would fear to prey, 

« And if it dares enough, 'twere hard io5o 

« If passion met not some reward — 

« No matter how, or where, or why, 

« I did not vainly seek, nor sigh : 

« Yet sometimes, with remorse, in vain 

u I wish she had not loved again. io55 

« She died — -I dare not tell thee how; 

« But look— 'tis written on my brow ! 

« There read of Cain the curse and crime, 

« In characters unworn by time : 

« Still, ere thou dost condemn me, pause; 

« Not mine the act, though I the cause. 1061 

« Yet did he but what I had done 

« Had she been false to more than one. 

* 

a 

« Faithless to him, he gave the blow; 

« But true to me, I laid him low : io65 

« Howe'er deserved her doom might be, 

« Her treachery was truth to me ; 

« To me she gave her heart, that all 

« Which tyranny can ne'er enthrall ; 
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« And I, alas! too late to save ! 1070 

<* Yet all I then could give, I gave, 

« 'Twas some relief, our foe a grave. 

« His death sits lightly ; but her fate 

« Has made me — what thou well may'st hate. 

His doom was sealed — he knew it well, 1075 

« Warned by the voice of stern Taheer, 

« Deep in whose darkly boding ear* 0 

«< The deathshot pealed of murder near, 

As filed the troop to where they fell ! 

« He died too in the battle broil, 1080 

« A time that heeds nor pain nor toil; 

« One cry to Mahomet for aid, 

« One prayer to Alia all he made : 

« He knew and crossed me in the fray— 

« I gazed upon him where he lay, 1 o85 

« And watched his spirit ebb away : 

« Though pierced like Pard by hunters' steel, 

u He felt not half that now I feel. 

«« I searched, but vainly searched, to find 

« The workings of a wounded mind ; logo 

* Each feature of that sullen corse 

a Betrayed his rage, but no remorse. 
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< 

« Oh, what had Vengeance given to trace 

« Despair upon his dying face ! 

« The late repentance of that hour, 1095 

« When Penitence hath lost her power 

u To tear one terror from the grave, 

« And will not soothe, and can not save. 

¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ \ ¥ ¥ 

« The cold in clime are cold in blood, 

« Their love can scarce deserve the name; 
« But mine was like the lava flood 1 101 

u That boils in Etna's breast of flame. 
« I cannot prate in puling strain 
« Of ladye-love, and beauty's chain : 1 104 
« If changing cheek, and scorching vein, 
« Lips taught to writhe, but not complain, 
«< If bursting heart, and mad'ning brain , 
« And daring deed, and vengeful steel, 
a And all that I have felt, and feel, 
n Betoken love — that love was mine, 1 1 10 
n And shewn by many a bitter sign. 
« 'Tis true, I could not whine nor sigh, 
« I knew but to obtain or die. 
« I die— but first I have possessed, 
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« And come what may, I have been blest. 1 1 15 

« Shall I the doom I sought upbraid? 

« No — reft of all, yet undismayed 

« But for the thought of Leila slain, 

« Give me the pleasure with the pain, 

« So would I live and love again. 1 120 

« I grieve, but not, my holy guide ! 

« For him who dies, but her who died : 

« She sleeps beneath the wandering wave — 

« Ah! had she but an earthly grave, 1 124 

u This breaking heart and throbbing head 

u Should seek and share her narrow bed. 

« She was a form of life and light, 

« That, seen, became a part of sight \ 

« And rose, where'er I turned mine eye, 

« The Morning-star of Memory! n3o 

« Yes, Love indeed is light from heaven j 

a A spark of that immortal fire 
« With angels shared, by Alia given, 

« To lift from earth our low desire. 
« Devotion wafts the mind above, 1 135 

« But Heaven itself descends in love; 
« A feeling from the Godhead caught, 
« To wean from self each sordid thought ; 
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« A Ray of him who formed the whole; 
« A Glory circling round the soul! 1 140 

« I grant my love imperfect, all 
« That mortals by the name miscall: 
« Then deem it evil, what thou wilt: 
« But say, oh say, hers was not guilt! 
« She was my life's unerring light: 1145 
* That quenched, what beam shall break my* 
night? 

« Oh! would it shone to lead me still, 
« Although to death or deadliest ill ! 
« Why marvel ye, if they who lose 

« This present joy, this future hope, 1 i5o 

« No more with sorrow meekly copej 
« In phrenzy then their fate accuse : 
« In madness do those fearful deeds 

« That seem to add but guilt to woe? 
« Alas! the breast that inly bleeds u55 

« Hath nought to dread from outward blow; 
« Who falls from all he knows of bliss, 
« Cares little into what abyss. 
« Fierce as the gloomy vulture's now 

« To thee, old man, my deeds appear: 
« I read abhorrence on thy brow, n6x 
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« And this too was I born to bear ! 
« Tis true, that, like that bird of prey, 
« With havock have I marked my way : 
« But this was taught me by the dove, Ii65 
u To die— and know no second love. 
« This lesson yet hath man to learn, 
« Taught by the thing he dares to spurn : 
« The bird that sings within the brake, 
« The swan that swims upon the lake, 1170 
« One mate, and one alone, will take. 
« And let the fool still prone to range, 
« And sneer on all who cannot change, 
« Partake his jest with boasting boys; 
« I envy not his varied joys, 1 175 

« But deem such feeble, heartless man, 
« Less than yon solitary swan; 
« Far, far beneath the shallow maid 
« He left believing and betrayed. 
« Such shame at least was never mine- 
it Leila! each thought was only thine! ii8r 
« My good, my guilt, my weal, my woe, 
« My hope on high— my all below, 
a Earth holds no other like to thee, 
« Or if it doth, in vain for me : 1 185 

* 

VOL. |« 12 
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For worlds I dare not view the dame 

Resembling thee, yet not the same. 

The very crimes that mar my youth, 

This bed of death — attest my truth ! 

'Tis all too late — thou wert, thou art 1190 

The cherished madness of my heart! 

And she was lost — and yet I breathed, 

« But not the breath of human life: 

A serpent round my heart was wreathed, 

« And stung my every thought to strife. 

Alike all time, abhorred all place, 1196 

Shuddering I shrunk from Nature's face, 

Where every hue that charmed before 

The blackness of my bosom wore. 

The rest thou dost already know, 1200 

And all ray sins, and half my woe. 

But talk no more of penitence $ 

Thou see'st I soon shall part from hence: 

And if thy holy tale were true, " 1204 

The deed that's done can'st thou undo? 

Think me not thankless— but this grief 

Looks not to priesthood for relief. 4 ' 
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n My soul's estate in secret guess : 

« But would'st thou pity more, say less. 

« When thou can'st bid my Leila live, 12 10 

« Then will I sue thee to forgive ; 

« Then plead my cause in that high place 

« Where purchased masses proffer grace. 

« Go, when the hunter's hand hath wrung 

« From forest-cave her shrieking young, 

« And calm the lonely lioness: 1216 

u But soothe not — mock not my distress ! 

« In earlier days, and calmer hours, 

« When heart with heart delights to blend, 
m Where bloom my native valley's bowers 

1 

« I had — Ah! have I now? — a friend! 
« To him this pledge I charge thee send, 

« Memorial of a youthful vow; 
« I would remind him of my end : 1224 

« Though souls absorbed like mine allow 
« Brief thought to distant friendship's claim, 
« Yet dear to him my blighted name. 
«< 'Tis strange — he prophesied my doom, 

« And I have smiled — I then could smile — 
u When Prudence would his voice assume, 1 23o 
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« And warn— I recked not what — the while : 
« But now remembrance whispers o'er 
a Those accents scarcely marked before. 
« Say — that his bodings came to pass, 1234 
« And he will start to hear their truth, 
« And wish his words had not been sooth : 
« Tell him, unheeding as I was-, - 
u Through many a busy bitter scene 
« Of all our golden youth had been, 
n In pain, my faultering tongue had tried 
« To bless his memory ere I died ; 1241 
« But heaven in wrath would turn away, 
« If Guilt should for the guiltless pray. 
« I do not ask him not to blame, 
« Too gentle he to wound my name 5 12.^5 
« And what have I to do with fame? 
« I do not ask him not to mourn, 
« Such cold request might sound like scorn j 
« And what than friendship's manly tear 
« May better grace a brothe/'s bier? i25o 
« But bear this ring, his own of old, 
« And tell him — what thou dost behold ! 
« The withered frame, the ruined mind, 
a The wrack by passion left behind, 
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« A shrivelled scroU, a scattered leaf, ia55 

« Seared by the autumn blast of grief! 
******* 

« Tell me no more of fancy's gleam, 

« No, father, no, 'twas not a dream ; 

« Alas ! the dreamer first must sleep. 

« I only watched, and wished to weep; 1260 

« But could not, for my burning brow m 

« Throbbed to the very brain as now : 

a I wished but for a single tear f 

« As something welcome, new, and dear : 

« I wished it then, I wish it still, 1265 

« Despair is stronger than my will. 

«< Waste not thine orison, despair 

« Is mightier than thy pious prayer : 

« I would not, if I might, be blest, 

u I want no paradise, but rest. 1270 

« 'Twas then, I tell thee, father ! then 

« I saw her; yes, she lived again; 

« And shining in her white symar, 4 ' 

« As through yon pale grey cloud the star 

« Which now I gaze on, as on her, 1275 

« Who looked and looks far lovelier; 
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k Dimly I view its trembling spark ; 

« To-morrow's night shall be more dark ; 

« And I, before its rays appear, 

« That lifeless thing the living fear. 1280 

« I wander, father ! for my soul 

« Is fleeting towards the final goal. 

« I saw her, friar! and I rose 

« Forgetful of our former woes; 

« And rushing from my couch, I dart, ia85 

« And clasp her to my desperate heart ) 

« I clasp — what is it that I clasp? 

« No breathing form within my grasp, 

«« No heart that beats reply to mine, 

« Yet , Leila ! yet the form is thine ! * I2 9° - 

«< And art thou, dearest, changed so much, 

« As meet my eye, yet mock my touch? 

« Ah! were thy beauties e'er so cold, 

« I care not j so my arms enfold 

« The all they ever wished to hold. 1295 

« Alas ! around a shadow prest, 

« They shrink upon my lonely breast } 

« Yet still 'tis there ! In silence stands, 

« And beckons with beseeching hands ! 1299 
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« With braided hair, and bright-black eye— 

« I knew 'twas false — she could not die ! 

« But he is dead ! within the dell 

•» I saw him buried where he fell ; 

« He conies not, for he cannot break i3o4 

« From earth ; why then art thou awake ? 

« They told me wild waves rolled above 

« The face I view, the form I love ; 

« They told me — 'twas a hideous tale ! 

« I'd tell it, but my tongue would fail : 

« If true, and from thine ocean-cave i3io 

« Thou com'st to claim a calmer grave; 

« Oh ! pass thy dewy fingers o'er 

« This brow that then will burn no more; 

«* Or place them on my hopeless heart : 

« But, shape or shade! whate'er thou art, 

« In mercy ne'er again depart! i3i6 

« Or farther with thee bear my soul, 

« Than winds can waft or waters roll ! 
******* 

>. 

« Such is my name, and such my tale. 

« Confessor! to thy secret ear, i3ao 
« I breathe the sorrows I bewail, 
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« And thank thee for the generous tear 
« This glazing eye could never shed, 
« Then lay me with the humblest dead, 
« And, save the cross above my head, i325 
« Be neither name nor emblem spread, 
« By prying stranger to be read, 
« Or stay the passing pilgrim's tread. » 
He passed — nor of his name and race 
Hath left a token or a trace, i33o 
Save what the father must not say 
Wbo shrived him on his dying day. 
This broken tale was all we knew 
Of her he loved, or him he slew*** 
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NOTES 

TO 

THE GIAOUR. 

Note i, page 2i3, line 3. 
lliat tomb which, gleaming o'er the cliff. 
A tomb above the rocks on the promontory, by some sup- 
posed the sepulchre of Themistocles. 

Note 2, page 214, line 7. 
Sultana of the Nightingale. 
The attachment of he nightingale to the rose is a well- 
known Persian fable. If I mistake not, the ft Bulbui of a 
thousand talcs » is one of his appellations. 

Note 3, page 2i5, line u 
Till the gay mariner's guitar. 
The guitar is the constant amusement of the Greek sailor 
by night: with a steady fair wind, and during a calm, it is 
accompanied always by the voice, and often by dancing. 

Note 4, page 216, line 18. 
Where cold Obstruction's apathy, 
a Ay, but to die and go we know not where, 
« To lie in cold obstruction. » 

Measure for Measure, Act. III. i3o. Sc. 2. 
Note 5, page 217, line 4. 
The first, last look by death revealed. 
I trust that few of my readers have ever had an oppor- 

12. 
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tunity of witnessing what is here attempted in description, 
but those, who have will probably retain a painful remem- 
brance of that singular beanty which pervades, with few 
exceptions, the features of the dead, a few hours, and but for 
a few hours, after « the spirit is not there. » It is to be 
remarked in cases of violent death by gun-shot wounds, the 
expression is always that of languor, whatever the natural 
energy of the sufferer's character ; but in death from a stab 
the countenance preserves its traits of feeling or ferocity, 
and the mind its bias, to the last. 

Note 6, page 319, line 20. 
Slaves — nay, the bondsmen of a slave. 
Athens is the property of the Kislar Aga, (the slave of the 
seraglio and guardian of the women ) who appoints the 
Waywode. A pandar and eunuch — these are not polite, 
yet true appellations— now governs the governor of Athens ! 

Note 7, page 221, line i5. 
' 7i$ calmer than thy heart, young Giaour, 
Infidel. 

Note 8, page 223, line 6. 
In echoes of the far tophaike. 
« Tophaike, » musquet. — The Bairam is announced by the 
canuon at sunset; the illumination of the Mosques, and the 
firing of all kinds of small arms, loaded with ball, proclaim 
it during the night. 

Note 9, page 224? l' nc 8. 
Swrfi as the hurled on high jerreed. 
Jerreed, or Djerrid, a blunted Turkish javelin, which is 
darted from horseback with great force and precision. It is 
a favourite exercise of the Mussulmans ; but I know not if it 
can be called a manly one, since the most expert in the art 
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are the Black Eunucbs of Constantinople — I think, next to 
these, a Mamlouk at Smyrna was the most skilful that came 
within my observation. 

Note 10, page 225, line 16. 
He came, he went, like the Simoom. 

The blast of the desart, fatal to every thing living, and often 
alluded to in eastern poetry. 

Note 11, page 228, line 6. 
To bless the sacred « bread and salt. » 

To partake of food, to break bread and salt with your 
host, insures the safety of the guest : even though an enemy, 
his person from that moment is sacred. 

* 

Note 12, page 228, line i5. 
Since his turban was cleft by the infidel's sabre* 
I need hardly observe, that Charity and Hospitality are 
the first duties enjoined by Mahomet; and to say truth, very 
generally practised by his disciples. The first praise that can 
be bestowed on a chief is a panegyric on his bounty ; the 
next, on bis valour. 

Note 1 3, page 228, line 19. 
And silver-sheathed ataghan. 

The ataghan, a long dagger worn with pistols in the belt, 
in a metal scabbard, generally of silver; and, among the 
wealthier, gilt, or of gold. 

Note 1 4, page 228, line 21. 
An Emir by his garb of green 

Green is the privileged colour of the prophet's numerous 
pretended descendants; with them, as here, faith (the fa- 
mily inheritance) is supposed to supersede the necessity of 
good works : they are the worst of a very indifferent brood. 
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Note 1 5, page 229, line 1. 
Ho ! who art thou ?-~tkis low salam. 
Sal am alcikoum! aleikouni salam! peace be with you 5 be 
with you peace — the salutation reserved for the faithful: — to 
a Christian, « Urlarula, » a good journey ; or saban hiresem, 
saban scrula j good morn, good even; and sometimes, uinay 
your end be happy; » are the usual salutes. 

Note 16, page 23o, line io k 
The insect-queen of eastern spring. 
The blue-winged butterfly of Kashmeer, the most rare and 
beautiful of the species. 

Note 17, page 232, line 11. 
Or Hue like Scorpion girt by fire. 
Alluding to the dubious suicide of the scorpion, so placed 
for experiment by gentle philosophers. Some maintain that 
the position of the sting, when turned towards the head, is 
merely a convulsive movement ; but others have actually 
brought in the verdict «Felo de se. » The scorpions are 
surely interested in a speedy decision of the question ; as, if 
once fairly established as insect Catos, they will probably be 
allowed to live as long as they think proper, without being 
martyred for the sake of an hypothesis. 

Note 18, page 2$3, line 5. . 
W hen Rhamazan* s last sun was set. 
The cannon at sunset close the Rhamazan. See note 8. 

Note 10, page 233, line 24. 
By pale Phingaris trembling light. 
PhinearL the moon. 

Note 20, page 234, ' mc ,r * 
BrighUas the jewel oj Giamschid. 
The celebrated fabulous ruby of Sultan Giamschid, the 
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embellisher of Istakhar ; from its splendour, named Scheb- 
gerag, « the torch of night; » also, the « cup of the sun, » etc. — 
In the first editions « Giamschid » was written as a word of 
three syllables, so D'Herbelot has it ; but I am told Richard- 
son reduces it to a dissyllable, and writes « Jaimhid. » I 
have left in the text the orthography of the one with the 
pronunciation of the other. 

Note 21, page a34, line i5. 
Tlwugh on Al-SiraVs arch I stood. 

All-Sirat, the bridge of breadth less than the thread of a 
famished jpider, over which the Mussulmans must skate into 
Paradise, which it is the only entrance; but this is not the 
worst, the river beneath being hell itself, into which, as may 
be expected, the unskilful and tender of foot contrive to 
tumble with a « facilis descensus Averni , » not very pleasing 
in prospect to the next passenger. There is a shorter cut 
downwards for the Jews*and Christians. 

Note is, page a34, line 20. 
And keep that portion of his creed. 

A vulgar error ; the Koran allots at least a third of Paradise 
to well-behaved women ; but by far the greater number of 
Mussulmans interpret the text their own way, and exclude 
their moieties from heaven. Being enemies to Platonics, 
they cannot discern « any fitness of things » in the souls of the 
other sex, conceiving them to be superseded by the Houris. 

Note a3 , page a35 , line 4- 
Tlie young pomegranate's blossoms strew. 

An oriental simile, which may, perhaps, though fairly stolen, 
be deemed « plus Arabe qu'en Arabic « 
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Note a4 , page a35 , line 6. 
Her hair in hyacinthine flow. 

Hyacinthinc, in Arabic, « Sunbul, » as common a thought 
in the eastern poets as it was among the Greeks. 

Note a5, page a35, line 16. 
The loveliest bird of Franguestan. 
« Frangnestan, » Circassia. 

Note a6, page a38, line 14. 
Bismillah ! now the peril's past. 

Bismillah — k In the name of God ; » the commencement of 
all the chapters of the Koran but one, and of piyyer and 
thanksgiving. # 

Note 27, page a39, line 17. 
Then curled his very beard with ire. 
A phenomenon not uncommon with an angry Mussulman. 
In 1809, the Capitan Pacha's whisktrs at a diplomatic audi- 
ence were no less lively with indignation than a tiger cat's, 
to the horror of all the dragomans; the portentous mustachios 
twisted, they stood erect of their own accord, and were ex- 
pected every moment to change their colour, but at last 
condescended to subside, which probably saved more heads 
than they contained hairs. 

Note 28, page rfo, line 3. 
IVor raised the craven cry, Amaun I 
« Amaun, » quarter, pardon. 

Note 29, page a4°> l me ia « 
/ know him by the evil eye. 

The « evil eye, » a common superstition in the Levant, and 
of which the imaginary effects are yet very singular on those 
who conceive themselves affected. 
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Note 3o, page 242, line 20. 
A fragment oj his palampore. 
The flowered shawls generally worn by persons of rank. 

Note 3 1 , page 245 , line 7. 
His calpac rent — his caftan red. 
The « Calpac » is the solid cap or centre part of the head- 
dress • the shawl is wound round it, and forms the turban. 

Note 3a, page 245, line i3. 
A turban carved in coarsest stone. 
The turban, pillar, and inscriptive verse, decorate the 
tombs of the Osmanlies, whether in the cemetery or the wil- 
derness. In the mountains yon frequently pass similar me- 
mentos ; and on enquiry you are informed that they re- 
cord some victim of rebellion, plunder, or revenge. 

Note 33 , page 246 , line 2. 
At solemn sound of « Alia Hu I » 
« Alia Hu ! » the concluding words of the Muezzin's call to 

prayer from the highest gallery on the exterior of the Minaret. 
On a still evening, when the Muezzin has a fine voice, which 
is frequently the case, the effect is solemn and beautiful beyond 
all the bells in Christendom. 

Note 34 , page i\6 , line if. 
They come— their kerchiefs green they wave. 
The following is part of a battle song of the Turks : — 
a I see — I see a dark-eyed girl of Paradise, and she waves 
a handkerchief, a kerchief of green ; and cries aloud, Come, 
kiss me, for I love thee, » etc. 

Note 35 , page 246, line 16. 
Beneath avenging Monhirs scythe. 
Monkir and Nekir are the inquisitors of the dead, before 
whom the corpse undergoes a slight noviciate and prepara- 



Digitized by Google 



280 NOTES TO THE GIAOUR. 

tory training for damnation. If the answers arc none of the 
clearest, he his hauled up with a scythe and thumped down 
with a red hot mace till properly* seasoned, with a variety 
of subsidiary probations. The office of these angels is no 
sinecure; there are butjwo, and the number of orthodox 
deceased being in a small proportion to the remainder, their 
hands are always full. 

Note 36, page line 18. 
2b wander round lost Eblis' throne. 

Eblis, the Oriental Prince of Darkness. 

Note 37, page 247, line 1. 
But first, on earth as V umpire sent. 

The Vampire superstition is still general in the Levant. 
Honest Tournefort tells a long story, which Mr. Southey, in 
the notes on Tlialaba, quote* about these u Vroucolochas, » 
as he calls them. The Romaic term is « Vardoulacha. » I 
recollect a whole family being terrified by the scream of a 
child, which they imagined must proceed from such a visita- 
tion. The Greeks never mention the word without horror. 
I find that « Broucolokas » is an old legitimate Hellenic ap- 
pellation — at least is so applied to Arsenius, who, according 
to the Greeks, was after his death animated by the Devil. 
The moderns, however, use the word I mention. 

Note 86, page 2$8, line 3. 
TV et with thine own best blood shall drip. I 

■ 

The freshness of the face, and the wetness of the lip wiili 
blood are the never-failing signs of a Vampire. The stories 
told in Hungary and Greece of these foul feeders are singular, 
and some of them most incredibly; attested. 
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Note 3g, page a55, line 17. 
It is as if the desart-bird. 
The pelican is,' I believe, the bird so libelled, by the im- 
putation of feeding her chickens with her blood. 

Note 40 , page 261 , line 8. 
Deep in whose darkly boding ear. 
This superstition of a second-hearing (for I never met with 
downright 6econd-sight in the East) fell once under my own 
observation. — On my third journey to Cape Colonna early in 
181 1, as we passed through the defile that leads from the 
hamlet between Keratia and Colonna, 1 observed Dervish 
Tahiii riding rather out of the path, and leaning his head upon 
his hand, as if in pain. I rode up and enquired. « We are 
in peri], » he answered. « What peril ? we are not now in 
Albania, nor in the passes to Ephc&us, Mcssalunghi, or Le- 
panto; there are plenty of us, well armed, and the Choriates 
have not courage to be thieves. »— ccTrue, Afl'endi $ but never- 
theless the shot is riuging in my cars. » — « The shot ! — not a 
tophaikc has been fired this morning. »— « I hear it notwith- 
standing — Bom — Bom— as plainly as I hear your voice. »— 
« Psha j>— « As you please, Affendi ; if it is written, so will it 
be. » — I left this quickcared predestinarian, and rode up to 
Basili, his Christian compatriot, whose cars, though not at all 
prophetic, by no means relished the intelligence. We all ar- 
rived at Colonna, remained some hours, and returned leisurely, 
saying a variety of brilliant things in more languages than 
spoiled the building of Babel, upon the mistaken seer, Ro- 
maic, Arnaout, Turkish, Italian and English were all exer- 
cised, in various conceits, upon the unfortunate Mussulman. 
WTiile we were contemplating the beautiful prospect, Dervish 
was occupied about the columns. I thought he was de- 
ranged into an antiquarian, and asked him if he had become 
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a « Palaocastro » man : « No, » said he, « but these pillars 
will be useful in making a stand j » and added other remarks, 
which at least evinced his own belief in his troublesome fa- 
culty of fore-hearing. On our return to Athens, we heard 
from Leone' (a prisoner set ashore some days after) of the in- 
tended attack of the Mainotes, mentioned, with the cause of 
its not taking place, m the notes to Childe Harold, Canto 3d. 
I was at some pains to question the man, and he described 
the dresses, arms, and marks of the horses of our party so ac- 
curately, that with other circumstances, we could not doubt of 
his having been in « villanous company, » and ourselves in a 
bad neighbourhood. Dervish became a soothsayer for life, 
and I dare say is now hearing more musquetry than ever will be 
fired, to the great refreshment of the Arnaouts of Bcrat, and 
his native mountains. — I shall mention one trait more of this 
singular race. In March 181 1, a remarkably stout and active 
Arnaout came (I believe the 5oth on the same errand) to offer 
himself as an attendant, which was declined : « Well, Af- 
fendi, » quoth he, « may you live! — you would have found 
me useful. I shall leave the town for the hills to-morrow ; 
in the winter I return, perhaps you will then receive me. »— 
Dervish, who was present, remarked as a thing of course, 
and of no consequence, « in the mean time he will join the 
Klephtes, » (robbers,) which was true to the letter. — If not 
cut off, they come down in the winter, and pass it unmo- 
lested in some town, where they :»re often as well known as 
their exploits. 

Note 4*, page 366, line 33. 
Looks not to priesthood for relief. 
The monk's sermon is omitted. It seems to have had so litde 
effect upon the patient, that it could have no hopes from the 
reader. It may be sufficient to say, that it was of a customary 
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length (as may be perceived from the interruptions and un- 
easiness of the penitent), and was delivered in*he nasal tone 
of all orthodox preachers. 

Note 4a, page 069, line 19, 
And shining in her white sfmar. 

a Symar » — Shroud. 

Note 43, page 372, last line. 

The circumstance to which the above story relates was not 
very uncommon in Turkey. A few years ago the wife of 
Muchtar Pacha complained to his father of his son'* supposed 
infidelity; he asked with whom, and sbe had the barbarity 
to give in a list of the twelve hand&omest women in Yanina. 
They were seized, fastened up in sacks, and drowned in the 
lake the same night J One of the guards who was present in- 
formed me, that not one of the victims uttered a cry, or 
shewed a symptom of terror at so sudden a « wiench from all 
we know, from all we love. » The fate of Phrosine, the 
fairest of this sacrifice, is the subject of many a Romaic and 
Amaout ditty. The story in the text is one told of a young 
Venetian many years ago, and now nearly forgotten. I heard 
it by accident recited by one of the coffee-house story-tellers 
who abound in the Levant and sing or recite their narratives. 
The additions and interpolations by the translator will be 
easily distinguished from the rest by the want of Eastern 
. imagery; and I regret that my memory has retained so few 
fragments of the original. 

For the contents of some of the notes I am indebted partly 
to D'Herbelot, and partly to that most eastern, and, as Mr. 
Weber jusdy entitles it, « sublime tale, » the « Caliph 
Vathek. » I do not know from what source the author of 
that singular volume may have drawn his materials ; some of 
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his incidents are to be found in the « Bibliotheque Oricntale; » 
but for correctness of costume, beauty of description, and 
power of imagination, it far surpasses all European imita- 
tions; and bears such marks of originality, that those who have 
visited the East will find some difficulty in believing it to be 
more than a translation. As an Eastern tale, even Hassclas 
must bow before it ; his « Happy Valley » will not bear a 
comparison with the « Hall of Eblis,. » 



END OF VOL. I. 
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